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INTRODUCTION 


beggar,  player. 


Beggar,  F  Poverty  be  a~Title  to  Poetry,  I  am  fure  No^ 
I  body  can  difpute  mine.  I  own  my  felf  of  the 
*  Company  of  Beggars;  and  I  make  one  at  their 
Weekly  Feftivals  at  St.  Giles'*s.  I  have  a  fmall 


Yearly  Salary  for  my  Catches,  and  am  welcome  to  a  Din»“ 
ner  there  whenever  I  pleafe,  which  is  more  than  moft  Poets 
can  fay. 

Player.  As  we  live  by  the  Mufes,  ’tis  but  Gratitude  in  us  to 
encourage  Poetical  Merit  where-ever  we  gnd  it.  The  Mufes, 
contrary  to  all  other  Ladies,  pay  no  Diftindion  to  Drefs,  and 
never  partially  miflake  the  Pertnefs  of  Embroidery  for  Wit, 
nor  the  Modefty  of  Want  for  Dulnefs.  Be  the  Author  who 
he  will,  w^e  pufa  his  Play  as  far  as  it  will  go.  So  (though  you 
are  in  Want)  I  wifh  you  Succefs  heartily. 

Beggar.  This  Piece  I  own  was  originally  writ  for  the  cele¬ 
brating  Marriage  of  James  Chanter  and  Moll  Lay.,  two 
moft  excellent  Bajlad-Singers.  I  have  introduc’d  the  Similes 
that  aie  in  all  your  celebrated  Operas  :  The  Swallow.,  the  Moth., 
the  Bce^  the  Shtp^  the  Flower.,  &c.  Befides,  J  have  a  Prifon 
Scene,  which  the  Ladies  always  reckon  charmingly  pathetick. 
As  to  the  Parrs,  I  have  obferv’d  fuch  a  nice  Impartiality  to  our 
two  Ladies,  that  it  is  irnpoffible  for  either  of  them  to  take  Of¬ 
fence.  I  may  be  forgiven,  that  I  have  not  made  my 

Opera  throughout  unnatural,  like  thofe  in  vogue;  for  I  have 
no  Recitative:  Excepting  this,  as  I  have  confented  to  have  nei¬ 
ther  Prolo;uie  nor  Epiloge,  it  mult  be  allow’d  an  Opera  in  all 
its  forms.  ^  The  Piece  indeed  bath  been  heretofore  frequently 
reprefented  by  ourfelves  in  our  great  Room  at  St.  Giles's^  fo 
that  I  cannot  too  often  acknov/ledge  your  Charity  in  bringing  it 
now  on  the  Siage. 

Player.  But  I  fee  ’{is  time  for  US  to  withdraw;  the  Adfors 
^  preparing  to  begin.  Pltiy  away  the  Overture.  [Exeunt. 
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A  C  T  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


SCENE  Peachum’j  Houfe. 

Peachum  fitting  at  a  fable  with  a  large  Book  of  AccomU 

before  him,  ^ 


THR  0  ugh  all  the  Employments  of  Life 
Each  Neighbour  abufes  his  Brother'^ 

Whore  and  Rogue  they  call  Husband  and  Wife  s 
All  Profejfions  be~rogue  one  another, 

The  Prieji  calls  the  Lawyer  a  Cheat ^ 

The  Lawyer  he -knaves  the  Divine  % 

And  the  Statefman,  becaufe  he'*s  fo  great^ 

Thinks  his  Trade  as  honeft  as  mine. 

A  Lawyer  is  an  honeft  Employment,  fo  is  mine.  Like  me  too 
he  in  a  double  Capacity,  both  againft  Rogues  and  for  ’em  ; 

C  for 


1  The  5  OPERA.  Aa  I. 

for  ’(IS  but  fitting  that  we  fliould  proted  and  encourage  Cheats, 
lince  we  live  by  them. 


SCENE  IL 

Peachum,  Filch. 

Filch.  Sir,  Black  Mo// hath  fent  word  herTryal  comes  on  in 
the  Afternoon,  and  fhe  hopes  you  wtli  order  Matters  fo  as  to 
bring  her  off. 

Peach.  W^hy,  (he  may  plead  her  Belly  at  worft  ;  to  my 
Knowledge  Ihe  hath  taken  care  of  that  Security.  But  as  the 
Wench  is.  very  adive  and  induftrious,  you  may  fatisfy  her  that 
ril  foften  the  Evidence. 

Filch.  TomGag^  Sir,  is  found  guilty. 

Peach.  A  lazy  Dog  !  When  I  took  him  the  time  before,  I 
told  him  what  he  would  come  to  if  he  did  not  mend  his  Hand. 
This  is  Death  without  Reprieve.  I  may  venture  to  Book  him. 
\yrrites'\  For  Tom  Gag^foxty  Pounds.  Let  Betty  Sly  know 
that  PlHaveher  from  T ranfportation,  for  I  can  get  more  by 
her  flaying  \xi  England, 

Filch,' Betty  hath  brought  more  Goods  into  our  Lock  to-year 
than  any  five  of  the  Gapg;  and  in  truth,  ’tis  a  pity  to  lofe  fo 
good  a  Cuflnmer.  ' 

Peach.  If  none  of  the  Gang  take  her  off,  Ihe  may,  in  the 
tommpn  courfe  of  Bufinefs,  live  a  Twelve-month  longer.  I 
love  to  let  Women  fcape.  A  g(x>d  Sport fman  always  lets  the 
Hen  totridges  fly,  becaufe  the  breed  of  the  Game  depends  up¬ 
on  them.  •  Befides^,  here  the  Law  allows-  us  no  Reward  ;  there 

is  nothing  to  begot  by  the  Death  of  Women - except  our 

Wi'^es. 

Filch.  Without  difpute,  (lie  is  a  fine  Woman!  ’Twas  to  her 
I  was  oblig’d  for  my  Education,  and  (to  fay  a  bold  Word)  flie 
hath  train’d  up  more  young  Fellows  to  the  Bufinefs  than  the 
Gaming-table. 

Peach.  Truly,  Filch ^  thy  Obfervation  is  right.  We  and  the 
Surgeons  are  more  beholden  to  Women  than  all  the  Profcffions 
befides.  . 


A. I  R 
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Aa  I.  The  BEG  GAR  "s  O  P  E  R  A. 

AIR  II.  The  bonny  gray-ey’d  Morn,  \^C. 


SCENE  III. 

Peachutn. 

But  ’tis  now  high  time  to  look  about  me  for  a  decent  Exe- 
cution  againft  next  Seffions.  I  hare  a  lazy  Rogue,  by  whom 
one  can  get  nothing  ’till  he  is  bang’d.  A  Regifler  of  the  Gang, 

C  i  \readtng,'\ 


Filch.  ’7/V  W iman  that  feduces  all  Mankind^ 

By  her  we  firjl  were  taught  the  wheedling  Artf 
Her  very  Eyes  can  cheat ;  when  moft  jhe^s  ktnd^ 
She  tricks  us  of  our  Money  with  our  Hearts* 
For  her^  like  14^ lives  hy  night  we  roam  for  Prey^ 
And  praScife  ev^ry  Fraud  to  bribe  her  Charmsy^ 
For  Suits  of  Love^  like  Law^  are  won  by  P ay ^ 
And  Beauty  mufi  be  fee'* d  into  our  Arms-, 


Pejcj?'.  Bat  make  hade  to  Newgate,  Boy,  and  let  my  Friends 
^  intend;  for  I  love  to  -make  them  eafy  one  way  or 

Filch.  When  a  Gentleman  is  long  kept  in  fufpence.  Penitence 
may  oreaK  his  Sprit  ever  aher.  Beiides,  Certainty  gives  a  Man 
a  good  Air  upon  his  T  ryal,  and  makes  him  rifoue  another  with- 

for  ’tis  a  PleaCure  to  be 

the  Meflenger  of  Comfort  to  Friends  in  Affliaion. 
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[reading]  Crook-finger’d  Jack.  A  Year  and  a  half  in  the  Ser¬ 
vice  ;  Let  me  fee  how  much  the  Stock  owes  to  his  Induftry  ; 
one,  two,  three,  four,  five  Gold  Watches,  and  feven  Silver 
ones.  A  mighty  clean-handed  Fellow  !  Sixteen  Snuff-boxes, 
five  of  them  of  true  Gold.  Six  dozen  of  Handkerchiefs,  four 
filver-hilted  Swords,  half  a  dozen  of  Shirts,  three  Tyc-Perri- 
wigs,  and  a  Piece  of  Broad  Cloth.  Confidering  ihefe  are  on¬ 
ly  the  fruits  of  his  leifure  Hours,  I  don’t  know  a  prettier 
Fellow,  for  no  Man  alive  hath  a  more  engaging  Prefence 
of  Mind  upon  the  Road,  IVat  Dreary.,  alias  Brown  Will,  an 
irregular  Dog,  who  hath  an  underhand  way  of  difpofing  of  his 
Goods.  I’ll  try  him  only  for  a  Seffions  or  two  longer  upon 
his  good  Behaviour.  Harry  Padmgton,  a  poor  petty-larceny 
Rafca),  wii|iout  the  leaft  Genius;  that  Fellow,  though  he.  were 
to  live  the(e  fix  Months,  will  never  come  to  the  Gallows  with 
any  Credit.  Slippery  Sam  ;  he  goes  off  the  next  Seffions,  for 
the  Villain  hath  the  Impudence  to  have  views  of  following  his 
Trade  as  a  Taylor,  which  he  calls  an  honeft  Employment. 
Mat  of  the  Mint',  lified  not  above  a  Month  ago,  a  promifing 
fturdy  Fellow,  and  diligent  in  his  way;  fomewhat  too  bold  and 
hafly,  and  may  raife  good  Contributions  on  the  Publick,  if  he 
does  not  cut  himfelf  Ihort  by  Murder.  "tipple,  a  guzzling 

foaking  Sot,  who  is  always  too  drunk  to  ftand*  himfelf,  or  to 
make  others  (land.  A  Cart  is  abfolutely  neceffary  for  him, 
Robin  of  Bagjhot,  alias  Gorgon,  alias  Bluff  Bob,  alias  Carbun¬ 
cle,  alias  Bob  Booty. 


S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Peach um,  Mrs.  Peach um. 

Mrs.  Peach.  What  of  Bob  Booty,  Husband  }  I  hope  nothing 
bad  hath  betided  him.  You  know,  my  Dear,  he’s  a  favourite 
Cuftomer  of  mine.  ’Twas  he  made  me  a  Prefent  of  this  Ring. 

Peach.  I  have  fet  his  Name  down  in  the  Black-Lift,  that’s  all, 
my  Dear;  he  fpends  his  Life  among  Women,  and  as  foon  as 
his  Money  is  gone,  one  or  other  of  the  Ladies  will  hang  him 
for  the  Reward,  and  there’s  forty  Pound  loft  to  us  for-ever. 

yiv%.  Peach.  You  know,  my  Dear,  I  never  meddle  in  matters 
of  Death;  I  always  leave  thofe  Affairs  to  yon.  Women  indeed 
are  bitter  bad  Judges  in  thefe  cafes,  for  they  are  fo  partial  to 
the  Brave  that  they  think  every  Man  handfome  who  is  going  to 
the  Camp  or  the  Gallows. 


AIR 
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AIR  III.  Cold  and  Raw, 


If  any  Wench  VenusV  Girdle  wear^ 


Though  Jhe  he  never  fo  ugly ; 

Lillies  and  Rofes  will  quickly  a^pear^ 

And  her  Face  look  wond’rous  finuggly. 

Beneath  the  left  Ear  fo  fit  but  a  Cord^ 

{A  Rope  fo  charming  a  Tlone  is ! ) 

The  Touth  in  his  Cart  hath  the  Air  of  a  Lerd^ 

And  we  cry^  There  dies  an  Adonis! 

But  really,  Husband,  you  fhould  nor  be  too  hard-hearted,  for 
you  never  had  a  finer,  braver  fet  of  Men  than  at  prefent.  We 
have  not  had  a  Murder  among  them  all,  thefc  feven  Months. 
And  truly,  my  Dear,  that  is  a  great  Bieffing. 

Beach.  What  a  dickens  is  the  Woman  always  a  whimpring 
about  Murder  for?  No  Gentleman  is  ever  look’d  upon  the 
worfe  for  killing  a  Man  in  his  own  Defence  ;  and  if  Bufinefs 
cannot  be  carried  on  without  it,  what  would  you  have  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  do? 

Mrs.  Beach.  If  I  am  in  the  wrong,  my  Dear,  you  muft  ex- 

cufe  me,  for  No-body  can  help  the  Frailty  of  an  over-fcrupu- 
lous  Confcience. 

Beach.  Murder  is  as  fafhionable  a  Crime  as  a  Man  can  be 
guilty  of.  How  many  fine  Gentlemen  have  in  Newgate 
every  Year,  purely  upon  that  Article!  If  they  have  wherewith¬ 
al  to  perfuade  the  Jury  to  bring  it  in  Maeilaughter,  what  are 
mey  worfe  for  it?  So,  my  Dear, have  done  upon  thisSubjedl. 
Was  Captain  Macheath  here  this  Morning,  for  the  Bank-notes 
he  left  with  you  laft  Week?  ° 

Mrs.  Beach.  Yes,  my  Dear;  and  though  the  Bank  hath  ftopt 
rayment,  he  was  fo  cheerful  and  fo  agreeable!  Sure  there  is 
not  a  finer  Gentleman  upon  the  Road  than  the  Captain!  If  he 

comes 
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comes  from  at  any  reafonable  Hour  he  hath  promis’d 

to  make  otie  this  Evening  with  Polly  and  me,  and  Boh  Booty  ^ 
at  a  Party  of  Quadrille.  Pray,  my  Dear,  is  the  Captain  rich? 

Peach.  The  Captain  keeps  too  good  Company  ever  to  grow 
rich.  Mary-bone  and  the  Chocolate-houfes  are  his  undoing. 
The  Man  that  propofes  to  get  Money  by  Play  (hould  have  the 
Education  of  a  tine  Gentleman,  and  be  train’d  up  to  it  from  his 
Youth. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Really,  I  am  forty  upon  PoIly^s  Account  the 
Captain  hath  not  more  Difcretion.  What  bufinefs  hath  he  to 
keep  Company  with  Lords  and  Gentlemen he  (hould  leave 
them  to  prey  upon  one  another. 

Peach,  Upon  Polly's  Account!  What,  a  Plague,  does  the 
Woman  mrao.^ —  Upon  PoQ’s  Account  ! 

Mrs.  Peach.  Captain  Macheath  is  very  fond  of  the  Girl. 

Peach.  And  what  then? 

Mrs.  Peach.  If  I  have  any  Skill  in  the  Ways  of  Women,  I 
am  fare  Polly  thinks  him  a  very  pretty  Man.  < 

Peach.  And  what  then  ?  You  would  not  be  fo  mad  to  have 
the  Wench  marry  him !  Gamefters  and  Highwaymen  are  gene¬ 
rally  very  good  to  their  Whores,  but  they  ate  very  Devils  to  their 
Wives. 

Mrs.  Peach.  But  if  Polly  (hould  be  in  love,  how  (hould  we 
help  hvT,  or  how  can  (he  help  herfelf  ?  Poor  Girl,  1  am  in  the 
utmofl  Concern  about  her. 


AIR  iV.  Why  is  your  faithful  Slave  difdain’d? 


'j—J  j — 


If  Love  the  Virgin's  Heart  invade 
Hovjj  like  a  M.ctby  the  fimple  Maid 
Stiil  plays  about  the  Hamel 
If  foon  jhe  he  not  made  a  IV 
H^r  Honour's  fing'd.,  and  then  far  Life^ 

Shie's'~”- what  I  dare  mt  name. 

Peach, 
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Peach.  Look  ye,  Wife.  A  handfome  Wench  in  our  way 
of  Bu'finefs  is  as  profitable  as  at  the  Bar  ©f  a  Temple  Cofiee- 
Houfe,  who  looks  upon  it  as  her  Livelihood  to  grant  every  Li¬ 
berty  but  one.  You  fee  1  would  indulge  the  Girl  as  far  as 
prudently  we  can.  In  any  thing,  but  Marriage!  After  that,  my 
Dear,  how  fhall  we  be  fafe.^  Are  we  not  then  in  her  Husband’s 
Power?  For  a  Husband  hath  the  abfolute  Power  over  all  a 
Wife’s  Secrets  but  her  own.  If  the  Girl  had  the  Difcretion  of 
a  Court  Lady,  who  can  have  a  dozen  young  Fellows  at  her  Ear 
without  complying  with  one,  I  Ihould  not  matter  it ;  but  Polly 
IS  Tinder,  and  a  Spark  will  at  once  let  her  on  a  Flame.  Mar¬ 
ried  !  If  the  Wench  does  not  know  her  own  Profit,  fare  Ihe 
knows  her  own  Pleafure  better  than  to  make  herfelf  a  Proper¬ 
ty  !  My  Daughter  to  me  fliould  be,  like  a  Court  Lady  to  a  Mi- 
nifter  of  State,  a  Key  to  the  whole  Gang.  Married  !  If  the  Af¬ 
fair  is  not  already  done,  Pll  terrify  her  from  it,  by  the  Example 
of  our  Neighbours. 

Mrs.  Peach.  May-hap,  n\y  Dear,  you  may  injure  the  Girl. 
She  loves  to  imitate  the  fine  Ladies,  and  ihe  may  only  .allow  the 
Captain  Liberties  in  the  View  of  Interefi. 

Peach.  But  ’tis  your  Duty,  my  Dear,  to  warn  the  Girl  agaitift 
her  Ruin,  and  to  inftrud  her  how  to  make  the  moft  of  her 
Beauty.  I’ll  go  to  her  this  moment,  and  fift  her.  In  the  mean 
time.  Wife,  rip  out  the  Coronets  and  Marks  of  thefe  dozen  of 
Cambric  Handkerchiefs,  for  I  can  difpofe  of  them  this  Afternoon 
to  a  Chap  in  the  City. 


SCENE  V. 

Mrs.  Peach  urn. 

Never  was  a  Man  more  out  of  the  way  in  an  Argument 
than  my  Husband  !  Why  muft  our  P<?//y,  forfooth,  differ  from 
her  Sex,  and  love  only  her  Husband?  And  why  mvi\i Polly^i 
Marriage,  contrary  to  all  Obfervaiion,  make  her  the  lefs  fol¬ 
lowed  by  other  Men?  All  Men  are  Thieves  in  Love,  and  like 
a  Woman  the  better  for  being  another’s  Property. 


AIR 


/ 
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A  1  R  V.  Of  all  the  fimple  Things  we  do, 


A  Maid  is  like  the  golden  Oar^ 

U^hich  hath  Guineas  intrinjicai  in't^ 

IVhofe  Worth  is  never  known^  before 
It  is  trfd  and  imprefl  in  the  Mint. 

A  Wife'j  like  a  Guinea  in  Gold^ 

Starnpt  with  the  Name  of  her  Spoufe* 

Now  here.,  now  there  ;  is  bought.,  or  isfold\ 
And  is  current  in  every  Houfe.  > 


s  C  E  N  E  VL 

Mrs.  Peachum,  Filch. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Come  hither  Filch.  I  am  as  fond  of  this  ChiW, 
as  thoaeh  my  Miiid  rniifgave  me  he  were  my  own.  He 
hath  as  tine  a  Hand  at  picking  a  Pocket  as  a  Woman,  and 
is  as  nimble- finger’d  as  a  Juggler.  If  an  unlucKy  Seffion 
does  not  cot  the  Rope- of  thy  Life,  I  pronounce,  Boy,  thou 
wilt  be  a  great  Man  in  Hiftory.  Where  was  your  Poll  laft 

Nieht,  my  Boy  ?  ,  , 

Filch.  I  pty’d  at  the  Opera,  Madam ;  and  confidermg  twas 

neither  dark  nor  rainy,  fo  that  there  was  no  great  Hurry  ‘npj; 
ting  Chairs  and  Coaches,  made  a  tolerable  hand  on  t.  1  nele 

feven  Handkerchiefs,  Madam.  r  r 

Mrs.  Peach.  Colour’d  ones,  I  fee.  They  are  of  fure  Sale 

from  our  Ware-houfe  at  Redriff  among  the  Seamen. 

Filch.  And  this  Snuff-box. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Set  ill  Gold!  A  pretty  Encouragement  this  to 
a  young  Beginner. 


Filch. 
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Filch.  I  had  a  fair  tug  at  a  charming  Gold  Watch.  Pox  take 
the  Taylors  for  making  the  Fobs  fo  deep  and  narrow!  It  ftuck 
by  the  way,  atid  I  was  forc’d  to  make  my  Ffcape  under  a 
Coach.  Really,  Madam^  I  fear  I  fhall  be  cut  off  in  the  Flower 
of  my  Youth,  tb  that  every  now  and  then  (fince  1  was  pumpt) 
I  have  thoughts  of  taking  up  and  going  to  Sea. 

Mrs.  Peach.  You  fhould  go  to  Hockley  in  the  Hole.^  and  to 
Marybone^  Child,  to  learn  Valour.  Thefe  are  the  Schools  that 
have  bred  fo  many  brave  Men.  I  thought,  Boy,  by  this  time, 
thou  hadft  loft  Fear  as  well  as  Shame.  Poor  Lad !  how  little 
does  he  know  as  yet  of  the  Old-Baily!  For  the  firft  Fa6l  I’ll 
infure  thee  from  being  hang’d  ;  and  going  to  Sea,  Filchj  will 
come  time  cnqugh  upon  a  Sentence,  of  Tranfportaiion.  But 
now,  fince  you  have  nothing  better  to  do,  ev’n  go  to  your 
Book,  and  learn  your  Gatechifm  ;  for  really  a  Man  makes  but 
an  ill  Figure  in  the  Ordinary’s  Paper,  who  cannot  give  a  fa- 
tisfaSory  Anfwer  to  his  Queftions.  But,  hark  you,  my  Lad. 
Don’t  tell  me  a  Lye  ;  for  you  know  1  hate  a  Lyar.  Do  you 
know  of  any  thing  that  hath  paft  between  Captain  Macheath  and 
our  Polly  ? 

Filch.  I  beg  you.  Madam,  don’t  ask  me;  for  I  muft  either 
tell  a  Lye  to  you  or  to  Mifs  Polly',  for  I  promis’d  her  1  would 
not  tell. 

Mrs.  Peach.  But  when  the  Honour  of  otir  Family  is  con- 
cern’d — -  ^ 

Filch.  I  fliall  lead  a  fad  Life  with  Mifs  Polly,  if  ever  Ihe 
come  to  know  that  I  told  you.  Befides,  I  would  not  willing¬ 
ly  forfeit  my  own  Honour  by  betraying  any  body. 

Mrs.  Peach,  Yonder  comes  my  Husband  and  Polly.  Come, 
Filch,  you  fhall  go  with  me  into  my  own  Room,  and  tell  me 
the  whole  Story.  I’ll  give  thee  a  Glafs  of  a  moft  delicious  Cor¬ 
dial  that  I  keep  for  my  own  drinkings 


SCENE  VII. 

Peachum,  Polly. 

Polly.  I  know  as  well  as  any  of  the  fine  Ladles  hoW  tomak® 
the  moft  of  my  felf  and  of  my  Man  too.  A  Woman  knows 
how  to  be  mercenary,  though  llie  hath  never  been  in  a  Court  or 
at  an  AfTembly.  We  have  it  in  our  Natures,  Papa.  If  I  allow 
Macheath  fome  trifling  Liberties,  I  have  this  Watch  and 
other  vifible  Marks  of  his  Favour  to  ftiow  for  it.  A  Girl  who 
cannot  grant  fome  Things,  and  refufe  what  is  moft  material, 
will  make  but  a  poor  hand  of  her  Beauty,  and  foon  be  thrown 
upon  the  Common »  .  ^ 

D  AIR 


D 
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AIR  VI.  What  (hall  I  do  to  fliow  how  much 

I  lore  her, 


Virgins  are  like  the  fair  Flower  in  itsLnJlre^ 

Which  in  the  Garden  enamels  the  Ground ; 

"Near  it  the  Bees  in  Play  flutter  and  clufter , 

And  gaudy  Butterflies  frolick  around* 

But^  when  once  plucPd,  ^tis  no  longer  alluring^ 

!2o  Covent-Garden  V/j  fent^  fas  yet  fweet,) 

’There  fadeSy  and  Jhrinks^  and  grows  paji  all  enduring^ 

Rots^  ftinks^  and  dies^  and  is  trod  under  feet. 

Peach.  You  know,  Po//y,  I  am  not  againft  your  toying  apd 
trifling  with  a  Cuftomer  in  the  way  of  Bufinefs,  or  to  get  out  a 
Secret,  or  fo.  But  if  I  find  out  that  you  have  play  d 
and  are  married,  you  Jade  yon,  I’ll  cut  your  Throat,  Hully. 

Now  you  know  my  Mind. 


SCENE 


Aai  The  OPERA. 


II 


SCENE  VIIL 


Peachumy  Polly^  Mrs.  Peachum, 
AIR  VII.  Oh  London  is  a  fine  Town. 


Mrs,  Peacnum,  in  a  'very  great  PaJJion. 

Polly  is  a  fad  Slut !  nor  heeds  what  we  have  taught  her, 

I  wonder  any  Man  alive  will  ever  rear  a  Daughter  I 

For  Jhe  rnuji  have  both  Hoods  and  Gowns^  and  Hoops  to  Jweli 
her  Pride,, 

JVith  Scarfs  and  Stays, and  Gloves  and  Lace\  and  Jhe  will  have 
Men  bejide ; 

And  when  Jhe'^s  dreji  with  Care  and  Coji,  all-tempting,  fine 
and  gay. 

As  Men  jhuuldferve  a  Cowcumber,  fhe  flings  herfelf  away, 

Our  Pelly  a  fad  Slut,  &c. 

You  Baggage !  you  HuITy  !  you  inconfiderate  Jade !  had  you 
been  hang’d,  it  would  not  have  vex’d  me,  for  that  might  have 
been  your  Misfortune  ;  but  to  do  fuch  a  mad  thing  by  Choice’ 
The  Wench  is  married,  Husband. 

Peach.  Married  ^  The  Captain  is  a  bold  Man,  and  will  nTque 
any  thing  for  Money  ;  -n  be  Pure  he  believes  her  a  Fortune.  Do 
you  think  your  Mother  and  I  fliould  have  liv’d  comfortably  fo 
long  together,  if  ever  we  had  been  married  >  Baggage ! 

Mrs.  Peach.  I  knew  fhe  was  always  a  proud  Slut;  and  now 
the  Wench  hath  play’d  the  Fool  and  married,  becaufe  forfooth 
fhe  would  do  like  the  Gentry.  Can  you  fupport  the  Expence 
of  a  Husband,  HufTy,  in  gaming,  drinking  and  whoring?  have 
you  Money  enough  to  carry  on  the  daily  Quarrels  of  Man  and 
Wife  about  who  fhall  Iquandcr  mofi.^  There  are  not  many 
Husbands  and  Wives,  who  can  bear  the  Charges  of  plaguing 
one  another  in  a  handfome  way.  If  you  muft  be  married,  could 
you  introduce  no-body  into  our  Family  but  a  Highwayman  ? 
Why,  thou  foolifli  Jade,  thou  wilt  be  as  ill-us’d,  and  as  much 
negle^ed,  as  if  thou  had  ft  married  a  Lord ! 

D  a 


Peach. 
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Peach.  Let  not  your  Anger,  my  Dear,  break  through  the 
Rules  of  Decency,  for  the  Captain  looks  upon  hirnfelf  in  the 
Military  Capacity,  as  a  Gentleman  by  his  Profeffion.  Beiides 
what  he  hath  already,  I  know  he  is  in  a  fair  way  of  getting,  or 
of  dying ;  and  both  thefe  ways,  let  me  tell  you,  are  moft  ex¬ 
cellent  Chances  for  a  Wife.  Tell  me  Hufly,  are  you  ruin’d 
or  no  ? 

Mrs.  Peach.  With  Polly's  Fortune,  (he  might  very  well  have 
gone  off  to  a  Perfon  of  Diftindion.  Yes,  that  you  might,  you 
pouting  Slut ! 

Peach.  What,  is  the  Wench  dumb?  Speak,  or  I’ll  make  you 
plead  by  fqueezing  out  an  Anfwer  from  you.  Are  you  really 
bound  Wife  to  him,  or  are  you  only  upon  liking  ?  \_Pmches  her. 

Polly.  Oh !  \^Screaming. 

Mrs.  Peach.  How  the  Mother  is  to  be  pitied  who  hath  hand- 
fome  Daughters !  Locks,  Bolts,  Bars,  and  Ledlures  of  Mora¬ 
lity  are  nothing  to  them  :  They  break  through  them  all.  They 
have  as  much  Pleafure  in  cheating  a  Father  and  Mother,  as  in 
cheating  at  Cards. 

Peach.  Why,  Polly.^  I  (hall  foon  know  if  you  are  married, 
by  Macheath's  keeping  from  our  Houfe. 


AIR  VIII.  Grim  King  of  the  Ghofts,  ^cl 


Polly.  Can  L  ove  he  controuVd  by  Advice  ? 


Will  Cupid  our  Mothers  obey  ? 
though  my  Heart  were  as  frozen  as  Ice.^ 

At  his  Flame  'twould  have  melted  away. 

When  he  kift  me  fo  clofely  he  prefi,^ 

^T'was  fo  fweet  that  I  muji  have  comply' d: 
So  I  thought  it  both  fafeji  and  beji 
To  marr\\  for  fear  you  Jkould  chide. 
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Mrs.  Peach.  T  hen  all  the  Hopes  of  our  Family  are  gone  for 
ever  ai.d  ever  ! 

peach.  And  Macheath  may  hang  his  Father  and  Mother-in- 
Law,  in  hope  to  get  iuio  their  Daughter’s  Fortune. 

Polly.  I  did  not  marry  him  (as’tis  the  Falhion)  cooly  and  de¬ 
liberately  for  Honour  or  Money.  But,  I  love  him. 

yii%.  Peach.  Love  him!  vvorfe  and  worfe  !  I  thought  the 
Girl  had  been  better  bred  Oh  Husband,  Husband !  her  Folly 
makes  me  mad !  my  Head  fwims!  Brndiftraded!  I  can’t  fup-» 
port  myfelf-— Oh  !  \Faints. 

Peach.  See,  Wench,  to  what  a  Condition  you  have  reduc’d 
your  poor  Mother !  a  Glafs  of  Cordial,  this  inftant.  How  the 
poor  Woman  takes  it  to  Heart ! 

[Polly  goes  and  returns  with  it. 

Ah,  HulTy,  now  this  is  the  only  Comfort  your  Mother  has 
left! 

Polly.  Give  her  another  Glafs,  Sir;  my  Mama  drinks  dou¬ 
ble  the  Quantity  whenever  fhe  is  out  of  Order.  This,  you  fee, 
fetches  her. 

Mrs.  Peach,  The  Girl  fliows  fuch  a  Readinefs,  and  fo  much 
Concern,  that  I  could  almoft  find  in  my  Heart  to  forgive  her* 


AIR  IX.  O  Jenny ^  O  Jenny.,  where  haft  thou  been. 


0  Polly,  you  might  have  toy'*  d  and  hi  ft. 
By  keeping  Men  off.,  you  keep  them  en, 
Polly.  But  he  fo  ieaz^d  me., 


And  he  fo  pleased  me^ 

IVhat  I  did,  you  muft  have  done, 

Mrs.  Peach.  Not  with  a  Highwayman,--- You  forry  Slut  ? 

Peach.  A  Word  with  you.  Wife.  ’Tis  no  new  thing  for  a 
Wench  to  take  Man  without  confent  of  Parents.  You  know 
’tis  the  Frailty  of  Woman,  my  Dear. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Yes,  indeed,  the  Sex  is  frail.  But  the  firft  time 
a  Woman  is  frail,  (he  fhould  be  fomewhat  nice  methinks,  for 
then  or  never  is  the  time  to  make  her  Fortune.  After  that, 
Ihe  hath  nothing  to  do  but  to  guard  herfelf  from  being  found 
out,  and  Ihe  may  do  what  Ihe  pleafes. 

D  3  Peach, 
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Peach.  Make  your  feif  a  little  eafy  ;  I  have  a  Thought  mail 
foon  fet  all  Matters  again  to  rights.  Why  fo  melancholy,  Po/- 
fy?  fince  what  is  done  cannot  be  undone,  we  mull  all  endea¬ 
vour  to  make  the  bed  of  it. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Well,  Polly  \  as  far  as  one  Woman  can  forgive 
another,  I  forgive  thee.- — Your  Father  is  too  fond  of  you, 
KufTy. 

Polly.  Then  all  my  Sorrows  are  at  an  end. 

Mrs.  Peach.  A  mighty  likely  Speech  in  troth,  for  a  Wench 
who  is  jud  married ! 


AIR  X.  Thomas^  I  cannot,  ^c. 


Polly.  /,  like  a  Ship  in  Storms.^  vjas  tofi\ 
Xet  afraid  to  put  in  to  Land^ 

For  feiz*d  in  the  Port  the  V 
Whofe  ^reafure  is  contrehand. 

The  M^aves  are  laidy 
My  Duty's  paid. 

0  Jay  beyond  Exprejfionl 
Thus.^  fafe  a-Jhore^ 

I  ask  no  more.^ 

My  All  is  in  my  PojfeJfiQn. 


Peach.  I  hear  Cudomers  in  t’other  Room ;  Go,  talk  with 
*em,  Polly',  but  come  fo  us  again,  as  foon  as  they  are  gone. — - 
But,  heark  ye.  Child,  if ’tis  the  Gentleman  who  was  here  Ye- 
fterday  about  the  Repeating-Watch ;  fay,  you  believe^  we  can’t 
get  Intelligence  of  it,  till  to-morrow.  For  I  lent  it  to  Suky 
Straddle,  to  make  a  Figure  with  it  to-night  at  a  Tavern  in  Dru^ 
ry-Lane.  If  t’other  Gentleman  calls  for  the  Silver-hiked  Sword; 
you  know  Beetle-brow’d  Jemmy  it  on,  and  he  doth  not 
come  from  Tunbridge  till  Tuefday  Night ;  fo  that  it  cannot  be 

bad  tiU  then,  SCENE 
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SCENE  IX. 

Peachum,  Mrs,  Peachum. 

Peach.  Dear  Wife,  be  a  little  pacified.  Don’t  let  your  Paf- 
fion  riiii  away  with  your  Senfes.  Poll).,  I  grant  you,  hath  done 
a  rafh  thing. 

Mrs.  Peach.  If  fhe  had  had  only  an  Ir.‘r‘^ue  with  the  Fel¬ 
low,  why  the  very  beft  Families  have  excus’cTand  huddled  up  a 
Frailty  of  that  fort.  ’Tis  Ma/iiage,  Husband,  that  makes  i:  a 
Blemifli. 

Peach.  Bat  Money,  Wife,  is  the  true  Fuller’s  Earth  for  Re¬ 
putations,  there  is  not  a  Spot  or  a  Stain  but  what  it  cas  take 
oiu.  A  rich  Rogue  now-a-days  is  fit  Company  for  any  Gen¬ 
tleman;  and  the  World,  my  Dear,  hath  not  fuch  a  Contempt 
for  Roguery  as  you  imagine.  I  tell  you.  Wife,  1  can  make  this 
Match  turn  to  our  Advantage. 

Mrs.  Peach.  I  am  very  fenfible,  Husband,  that  Captain 
heath  is  worth  Money,  but  I  am  in  doubt  whether  he  hath  not 
two  or  three  Wives  already,  and  then  if  he  fhould  dye  in  a 
Seflion  or  two,  Pollfs  Dower  would  come  into  Difpute. 

Peach.  That,  indeed,  is  a  Point  which  ought  to  be  confider’d. 


AIR  XI.  A  Soldier  and  a  Sailor. 


^  1^  ~T  :  -  ^  ^  TP  T- 


yf  rox  may  Jleal  your  Hens,  Sir, 
y?  Whore  your  Health  and  Pence,  Sir, 
Tour  Daughter  roh  your  Ckejl,  Sir, 
Tour  Wife  may  ft eal  your  Reft,  Sir, 

Jl  Thief  ’Sour  Goods  and  Plate. 
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^ut  this  is  all  but  pickings 

IVith  Fence ^  Chefi  and  Chicken  ^ 

It  ever  was  decreed^  Sir^ 

>  If  Lawyer’' s  Hand  is  fee'd^  Sir^ 

He  ft  eats  your  whole  Eft  ate. 

The  Lawyers  are  bitter  Enemies  to  thofe  in  our  Way.  They 
don’t  care  that  any  Body  fhould  get  a  Clandeftine  Livelihood 
but  themfelves. 


SCENE  X. 

Mys,  Peachum,  Peachum,  Polly. 

Folly.  ’Twas  only  Nimming  Ned.  He  brought  in  a  Damask 
Window-Curtain,  a  Hoop-Petticoat,  a  Pair  of  Silver  Gandle- 
fticks,  a  Perriwig,  >and  one  Silk  Stocking,  from  the  Fire  that 
happen’d  laft  Night. 

Peach.  There  is  not  a  Fellow  that  is  cleverer  in  his  way,  and 
faves  more  Goods  out  of  the  Fire  than  Ned.  But  now,  Po//y, 
to  your  Affair;  for  Matters  muft  not  be  left  as  they  are.  Yott 
are  married  then,  it  feems 

Polly.  Yes,  Sir. 

Peach.  And  how  do  you  propole  to  live,  Child  ? 

Folly.  Like  other  Women,  Sir,  upon  the  Induftry  of  my 
Husband. 

Mrs.  Peach.  What,  is  the  Wench  turn’d  Fool?  A  Highway¬ 
man’s  Wife,  like  a  Soldier’s,  hath  as  little  of  his  Pay,  as  of  hi$ 
Company, 

Peach,  And  had  not  you  the  common  Views  of  a  Gentlewo¬ 
man  in  your  Marriage,  Polly  ? 

Polly.  I  don’t  know  what  you  mean,  Sir. 

Peach,  Of  a  Jointure,  and  of  being  a  Widow. 

Polly.  But  I  love  him,  Sir :  how  then  could  I  have  Thought! 
of  parting  with  him? 

Peach.  Parting  with  him  !  Why,  that  is  the  whole  Scheme 
and  Intention  of  all  Marriage  Articles.  The  comfortable  E- 
ftate  of  Widow-hood,  is  the  only  Hope  that  keeps  up  a  Wife’s 
Spirits.  Where  is  the  Woman  who  would  fcrupie  to  be  a 
Wife,  if  ftie  had  it  in  her  Power  to  be  a  Widow  whenever  (he 
pleas’d  ?  If  you  have  any  Views  of  this  fort,  Polly.^  I  lhall  think 
the  Match  not  fo  very  unreafonable. 

Polly.  How  I  dread  to  hear  your  Advice!  Yet  I  nauftbegyou 
80  explain  yourfelf,  Peash. 
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Peach.  Secure  what  he  hath  got,  have  him  peach’d  the  next 
Seflions,  and  then  at  once  you  are  made  a  rich  Widow. 

Polly.  What,  murder  the  Man  I  love  !  The  Blood  runs  cold 
at  my  Heart  with  the  very  Thought  of  it. 

Peach.  Fye,  Polly !  What  hath  Murder  to  do  in  the  Affair.^ 
Since  the  thing  fooner  or  later  muft  happen,  I  dare  fay,  the 
Captain  himfelf  would  like  that  we  ijiould  get  the  Reward  for 
his  Death  fooner  than  a  Stranger.  Why,  Polly.,  j-he  Captain 
inows,  that  as  ’tis  his  Employment  to  rob,  fo  ’tis  ours  to  take 
Robbers ;  every  Man  in  his  Bufinefs.  So  that  there  is  no  Ma¬ 
lice  in  the  Cafe. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Ay,  Husband,  now  you  have  nick’d  the  Mat¬ 
ter.  To  have  him  peach’d  is  the  only  thing  could  ever  make 
me  forgive  her. 


AIR  XII.  Now  ponder  well,  ye  Parents  dear. 


Polly.  Oh.,  ponder  well!  he  not  fever e  ; 

So  fave  a  wretched  Wife  ! 

For  on  the  Rope  that  hangs  my  Dear 
Depends  poor  Polly’r  Life. 


Mrs.  Peach.  But  your  Duty  to  your  Parents,  Huffy,  obliges 
you  to  hang  him.  What  would  many  a  Wife  give  for  fuch  an 
Opportunity ! 

Polly.  What  is  a  Jointure,  what  is  Widow-hood  to  me?  I 
know  my  Heart.  I  cannot  furvive  him. 


/ 


AIR 


n 
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air  XIII.  Leprintemps  rappellc  aux  armes. 


l^he  Turtle  thus  with  plaintive  crying^ 
Her  Lover  dyings  ’ 

The  Turtle  thus  with  plaintive  crying ^ 
Laments  her  Dove. 

Down  Jhe  drops  quite  /pent  with  Jighingy 
Pair'^d  in  Deaths  as  paipd  in  Love, 


Thus,  Sir,  it  will  happen  to  your  poor  Polly. 

Mrs.  Peach.  What,  is  the  Fool  in  Love  in  earnell  then  ?  I 
hate  thee  for  being  particular:  Why,  Wench,  thou  art  a  Shame 
|to  thy  very  Sex. 

Polly.  But  hear  me,  Mother. —  If  you  ever  lov’d — - 
Mrs.  Peach.  Thofe  curfed  Play-books  (he  reads  have  been 
her  Ruin.  One  Word  tnore,  Huffy,  and  I  fnall  knock  your 
Brains  out,  if  )•  'U  have  any. 

Peach.  Keep  out  of  the  way,  Pdly^  for  fear  of  Mifchief,  and 
confider  of  what  is  propos’d  to  you. 

Mrs.  Peach.  Away,  HulTy.  Hang  your  Husband,  and  be 

dutiful. 


SCENE  XL 
Mrs.  Peaehum,  Peachum. 

[Polly  liftning. 

Mrs.  Peach.  The  Thing,  Husband,  mull  and  (hall  be  done. 
For  the  fake  of  Intelligence  we  muft  take  other  Meafures,  and 
have  him  peach’d  the  next  Seffion  without  her  Confent.  If  ihe 
will  not  know  her  Duty,  we  know  ours. 
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I  Peach.  Bat  really,  my  Dear,  it  grieves  one’s  Heart  to  take 
I  off  a  great  Man.  When  I  confider  his  Perfonal  Bravery  ,  his 
I  jSne  Stratagem,  how  much  we  have  already  got  by  him,  and 
how  much  more  we  may  get,  methinks  I  can’t  find  in  my 
Heart  to  have  a  Hand  in  his  Death.  1  wifli  you  could  have 
made  Polly  undertake  it. 

;  Mrs.  Peach.  But  in  a  Cafe  of  Necellity — —our  own  Lives 
i  are  in  danger. 

Peach.  Then,  indeed,  we  muft  comply  with  theGuftoms  of 

j  the  World,  and  make  Gratitude  give  way  to  Interefl.’ - He 

fhall  be  taken  off. 

Mrs.  Peach.  I’ll  undertake  to  jnanage  Polly. 

Peach.  And  I’ll  prepare  Mattes  for  the  Old-Bally. 


SCENE  XII. 

Polly. 

Now  Pm  a  Wretch,  indeed.  "--Methinks  I  fee  him 
already  in  the  Cart,  fweeter  and  more  lovely  than  the  Nofegay 

in  his  Hand ! - I  hear  the  Crowd  extolling  his  Refolution  and 

Intrepidity ! - What  Vollies  of  Sighs  are  fent  from  the  Win¬ 

dows  of  Holhm^  that  fo  comely  a  Youth  fhould  be  brought  to 

difgrace !  - - 1  fee  him  at  the  Tree !  'The  whole  Circle  are  in 

Tears !  ^ — even  Butchers  weep !  — Jack  Ketch  himfelfhefi rates 
to  perform  his  Duty,  and  would  be  glad  to  lofe  his  Fee,  by  a 
Reprieve.  What  then  will  become  of  Polly!  —  As  yet  I  may 
inform  him  of  their  Defign,  and  aid  him  in  his  Efcape.  —  It 
lhall  be  fo. — But  then  he  flies,  abfents  himfelf,  and  I  bar  my 
felf  from  his  dear  dear  Converfation !  That  too  will  diflra^ 
me.  —  If  he  fc^ep  out  of  the  way,  my  Papa  and  Mama  may 
in  time  relent,  and  we  may  be. happy.  —  If  he  flays,  he  is  hang’d, 
and  then  he  is  lofl  for  ever !  —  He  intended  to  lye  conceal’d  in 
my  Room,  ’till  the  Dusk  of  the  Evening:  If  they  are  abroad 
ril  this  Inflant  let  him  out,  lefl  feme  Accident  fhould  prevent 
him.  and  returns^ 


SCENE 


/ 
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SCENE  XIIL 
Polly,  Macheath. 


AIR  XIV.  Pretty  Parrot,  fay — ; 


Mach.  Pretty  Polly,  fay^ 


When  I  was  away^ 

Did  your  Fancy  nez'er  ftray 
"To  fame  newer  Louer^ 

Poliy.  Without  Dijguife^ 

Healing  Sighsy 
Doating  Eyes, 

My  conftant  Heart  difcover. 

Fondly  let  me  loll  I 

Mach.'  0  pretty,  pretty  Poll. 

Polly.  And  are  you  as  fond  as  ever,  my  Dear? 

Mach.  SufpeS  my  Honour,  my  Courage,  fufpedi  any  thing 
but  my  Love.  —  May  my  Piftols  mifs  Fire,  and  my  Mare  flip 
her  Shoulder  while  I  am  purfu’d,  if  I  ever  forfake  thee! 

Polly,  Nay,  my  Dear,  I  have  no  Reafon  to  doubt  you,  for 
I  find  in  the  Romance  you  lent  me,  none  of  the  great  Heroes 
were  ever  falfe  in  Love. 

A  I  R 


1 
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A  1  R  XV.  Pray,  Fair  One,  bs  kind — 


Mach.  My  Heart  was  fo  free^ 

It  rov*d  like  the  Bee^ 

Polly  my  PaJJion  requited ; 

1  fipt  each  Flower^ 

I  chang'd  ev'ry  Hour^ 

But  here  ev'ry  Flower  is  united. 

■  # 

Polly*  Were  you  fentenc’d  to  Tranfportation,  fiire,  my 
Dear,  you  could  not  leave  me  behind  you  —  could  you? 

Mach.  Is  there  any  Power,  any  Force  that  could  tear  me 
from  thee?  You  might  fooner  tear  a  Penlion  out  of  the  Hands 
of  a  Courtier,  a  Fee  from  a  Lawyer,  a  pretty  Woman  from  a 
Looking-glafs,  or  any  Woman  hom  Quadrille.  to  tear 

me  from  thee  is  impoliible ! 


AIR  XVI.  Over  the  Hills  and  far  away. 


Polly. 


14' ere  I  laid  on  Greenland’/  Coafl^ 

And  in  my  Arms  embrac'd  my  Lafsj 
H^arm  amidji  eternal  FrOjfl^ 

Tqo  foon  the  Half  Tear's  Night  would pajs . 
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VoWy.W'ere  I fold  on  Indian  Soi/y 

Soon  as  the  burning  Day  was  c]os*d^ 

I  could  mock  the  fultry  T&ily 
When  on  my  Charmer* s  Breajl  refoi*d. 

^  Mach.  And  I  would  love  you  all  the  Day^ 

■  Polly.  Every  Night  would  kfs  and  play  ^ 

Nl'SLoh,  If  with  me  you*  d  fondly  fir  ay 

Polly.  Over  the  Hills  and  far  away\ 

Polly,  Yes,  I  would  go  with  thee.  But  oh !  —  how  lhall  I 
fpeak  it?  I  miift  be  torn  from  thee.  We  muft  wirt. 

Mach.  How  !  Part ! 

Polly.  We  muft,  we  muft.  — ^  My  Papa  and  Mama  are  feta^ 
gainft  thy  Life.  They  now,  even  now  are  in  Search  gfctr  thee 
They  are  preparing  Evidence  againft  thee.  Thy  Life  depends 
upon  a  Moment. 


AIR  X  VIL  Gin  thou  wert  mine  awn  thing  — - 


0  what  Pain  it  is  to  part  I  < 

A 

Can  I  leave  thee.^  can  I  leave  thee  ? 

0  what  Pain  it  is  to  part ! 

Can  thy  Polly  ever  leave  thee\ 

But  lefl  Death  my  hove  Jhould  thwart.^ 

And  bring  thee  to  the  fatal  Cart., 

T^hus  I  tear  thee  from  my  bleeding  Heart  I 
Fly  hence.,  and  let  me  leave  thee. 

One  Kifs  and  then  — -  one  Kifs  begone  —  farewell. 


\ 


Mach 
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Mach,  My  Hand,  my  Heart,  my  Dear,  is  fo  rivited  to 
thine,  that  I  cannot  unloofe  my  Hold. 

Polly.  But  my  Papa  may  intercept  thee,  and  then  I  fhould  lofe 
the  very  glimmering  of  Hope.  A  few  Weeks,  perhaps,  may 
reconcile  us  all .  Shall  thy  Polly  hear  from  thee  ? 

Mach.  Muft  I  then  go  ? 

Polly.  And  will  not  Ab fence  change  your  Love  > 

Mach.  If  you  doubt  it,  let  me  flay  —  and  be  bang’d. 

Polly.  O  how  I  fear!  how  I  tremble!  — Go  —  but  when 
Safety  will  give  you  leave,  you  will  be  fure  to  fee  me  again ; 
for  ’till  then  Polly  is  wretched. 

A  I  R  XVIII.  O  the  Broom,  ^c. 


Mach.  The  Mifer  thus  a  Shilling  fees^ 
Which  he"* s  obliged  to  pay.^ 
With  Sighs  refigns  it  by  degrees^ 
And  fears  ^tis  gone  for  aye. 


[Parting,  and  looking  back 
at  each  other  with  fond- 
nefs  5  he  at  one  Door, 
Ihe  at  the  othety 


Polly.  The  Boy,  thus,  when  his  Sparrov/s  flown. 
The  Bird  in  Silence  eyes\ 

But  foon  as  out  of  Sight  ^t is  gone. 

Whines,  whimpers,  fobs  and  cries. 


ACT 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

A  Tavern  near  Newgate, 

jemmy  Twitcher,  Crook- finger'* d  Jack,  Wat  Dreary,' 
Robin  <?/ Bagfhot,  Nimpiing  Ned,  Henry  Pading- 
ton,  Matt  of  the  Mint,  Ben  Budge,  and  the  reft  of 
the  Gang^  at  the  liable ^  with  fVine^  Brandy  and  To\ 
baccQ, 

Ben.  UT  pr’ythee,  Matt.^  what  is  become  of  thy  Brother 
1^  Tom  ?  I  have  not  feen  him  lince  my  Return  from 
Tranfportation. 

Matt.  Poor  Brother  Tom  had  an  Accident  this  time  Twelve¬ 
month,  and  fo  clever  a  made  Fellow  he  was,  that  I  could  not 
fave  him  from  thofe  fleaing  Rafcals  the  Surgeons;  and  now, 
poor  Man,  he  is  among  the  Oiamys  at  Surgeon\  Hall. 

Ben.  So  it  feems,  his  Time  was  come. 

Jem,  But  the  prefent  Time  is  ours,  and  no  Body  alive  hath 
more.  Why  are  the  Laws  level  I’d  at  us?  are  we  more  dilho- 
neft  than  the  reft  of  Mankind.^  What  we  win,  Gentlemen,  is 
our  own  by  the  Law  of  Arms,  and  the  Right  of  Gonqueft, 
Crook.  Where  ftiall  we  find  fuch  another  Set  of  pradical 
Philofophers,  who  to  a  Man  are  above  the  Fear  of  Death? 
IVat.  Sound  Men,  and  true/ 

Robin.  Of  try’d  Courage,  and  indefatigable  Induftry ! 

Ned.  Who  is  there  here  that  would  not  dye  for  his  Friend.? 
Harry.  Who  is  there  here  that  would  betray  him  for  His 
Iniereft  ? 

Mat,  Show  me  a  Gang  of  Courtiers  that  can  fay  as  much. 
Ben.  We  are  for  a  juft  Partition  of  the  World,  for  every 
Man  hath  a  Right  to  enjoy  Life. 

Mat.  We  retrench  the  Superfluitiesof  Mankind.  The  World 
is  avaritious,  and  I  hale  Avarice.  A  covetous  fellow,  like  a 
Jack-daw,  fteals  what  he  was  never  made  to  enjoy,  for  the 
fake  of  hiding  it.  Thefe  are  the  Robbers  of  Mankind,  for  Mo¬ 
ney  was  made  for  the  Free-hearted  and  Generous,  and  where 
is  the  Injury  of  taking  from  another,  what  he  hath  not  the 
Heart  to  make  ule  of? 
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Jem.  Oar  fei^eral  Staiion?  for  the  Day  are  fixt.  Good  luck 
attend  us  all.  P  ill  the  GlafTes. 


A  I  R  XIX.  Fill  ev’ry  Glafs,  ^c. 


Matt.  Fill  e'lPry  Glafs,  for  U^tne  wfpires  us^ 


And  fires  us 

With  Courage,  Love  and  Joy, 

Women  and  Wine  jloould  Life  employ. 
Is  there  ought  elfe  on  Earth  defir  oust 
Chorus.  Fill  ev*ry  Glafs,  &c. 


S  C  E  N  E  IT.  ^ 

21?  them  enter  Mac  heath. 

Mach.  Gentlemen,  well  met.  My  Heart  hath  been  with  you 
this  Hour;  but  an  unexpedied  Affair  hath  detain’d  me.  No 
Ceremony,  I  beg  y oh. 

Matt.  We  were  juft  breaking  up  to  go  upon  Duty.  Am  I 
to  have  the  Honour  of  taking  the  Air  with  you,  Sir,  this  Eve¬ 
ning  upon  the  Heath  ?  I  drink  a  Dram  now  and  then  with  the 
Stage-Coachmen  in  the  way  of  Friendfhip  and  Intelligence; and 
I  know  that  about  this  Time  there  will  be  Pallengers  upon  the 
Weftern  Road,  who  are  worth  fpeaking  with. 

Mach.  I  was  to  have  been  of  that  Party ——but— «« 

Matt.  But  what,  Sir? 

Mach.  Is  there  any  man  who  fufpedls  my  Courage?  • 

Matt.  We  have  all  been  witnelles  of  it. 

Mach.  My  Honour  and  Truth  to  the  Gang? 

Matt.  I’ll  be  anfwerabie  for  it. 

Mach.  In  the  Divifion  of  our  Booty,  have  I  ever  ftiown  the 
leaft  Marks  of  Avarice  or  Injuftice? 

E  Matt^ 
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Matt.  By  the^fe  Queftfons  fomething  feeins  to  have  ruffled 
you.  Are  any  of  us  fuipedecl? 

Macb.  I  have  a  fixt  Confidence,  Gentlemen,  in  you  all,  as 
Men  of  Honour, and  as  fuch  I  value  and  refped  you.  Peaehum 
is  a  Man  that  is  ufeful  to  us. 

Matt,  is  he  about  to  play  us  any  foul  Phy  ?  I’ll  flioot  him 
through  the  Head* 

Macb.  I  beg  you,  Gentlemen,  a6l  with  Condudt  and  Dif* 
ctetion.  A  Pifiol  is  your  iaft  refort. 

Matt.  He  knows  nothing  of  this  Meeting. 

Macb,  Bufinefs  cannot  go  on  without  him.  He  is  a  Man 
who  knows  the  World,  and  is  a  iieceflary  Agent  to  us.  We 
have  had  a  flight  Difference,  and  till  it  is  accommodated  I  fliall 
be  oblig’d  to  keep  out  of  his  way.  Any  private  Difpute  of 
mine  fhall  beofno  ill  confequence  to  my  Friends.  You  muft 
continue  to  aS  under  his  Diredtion,  for  the  moment  we  break 
loofe  from  him,  our  Gang  is  ruin’d. 

Matt.  As  a  Bawd  to  a  Whore,  I  grant  you,  he  is  to  us  of 
great  Convenience. 

Macb.  Make  him  believe  I  have  quitted  the  Gang,  which 
I  can  never  do  but  with  Life.  At  our  private  Quarters  I  will 
continue  to  meet  you.  A  Week  or  fo  will  probably  recon¬ 
cile  us. 

Matt.  Your  Inftrudions  fhall  be  obferv’d.  ’Tis  now  high 
time  for  u's  to  repair  to  our  feveral  Dudes ;  fo  till  the  Evening 
at  our  Quarters  in  Moor-fietds  we  bid  you  farewell. 

Mach.  I  ihall  wifti  my  felf  with  you.  Succefs  attend  you. 

down  melancholy  at  the  Tahls* 


Air  XX.  March  In  Rtnaldo.^  with  Drums  and  Trumpets. 
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Matt,  het  us  fake  the  Road. 

Hark  I  I  hear  the  found  of  Coaches ! 
Tdhe  hour  of  Attack  approaches., 

•fo  your  Arms,  l¥ave  Boys,  and  load. 


See 
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See  the  Ball  I  holdl 
Let  the  Chymifls  toil  like  y^Jfes^ 

Our  Fire  their  Fire  furpajfet^ 

And  turns  all  our  Lead  to  Gold. 

[The  Gang,  rang’d  In  the  Front  of  the  Stage,  load  their 
■  Piftols,  and  ftick  them  under  their  Girdles;  then  go 
oiF  linging  the  firii  Part  in  Chorus, 


SCENE  III. 

Macheath^  Dfawer. 

Mach.  What  a  Fool  is  a  fond  Wench!  Polly  is  mo  ft  con* 
foundedly  bit. - 1  love  the  Sex.  And  a  Man  who  loves  Mo¬ 

ney,  might  as  well  be  contented  with  one  Guinea,  as  I  with 
one  Woman.  The  Town  perhaps  hath  been  as  much  oblig’d 
to  me,  for  recruiting  it  with  free-hearted  Ladies,  as  to  any  Re¬ 
cruiting  Officer  in  the  Army.  If  it  were  not  for  us  and  the 
ether  Gentlemen  of  the  Sword,  Drury-Lane  would  be  unin- 
ftabiced. 


AIR  XXi.  Would  you  have  a  Young  Virgin,  ^ci 


If  the  Heart  of  a  Man  is  depreft  with  Care 
T^he  Mifi  is  difpeWd  when  a  JVoman  appears^ 

Like  the  Notes  of  a  Fiddle^  Jhe  Jweetlyy  fweetl^ 

Raifes  the  Spirits.^  and  charms  our  Ears^ 

Rofes  and  Lillies  her  Cheeks  difclofcy 
Bstt  her  ripe  Lips  are  more  fweet  thofe^ 

E  i  Pref 
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Prefs  her^ 

Carefs  her 
WtthBliffes, 

Her  KiJJes 

Dijfohe  m  in  Pleafure^  andfofi  Repcfe, 

i  muft  have  Women.  There  is  nothing  unbends  the  Mind  like 
them.  Money  is  not  fo  ftrong  a  Cordial  for  theTime.  Drawer 

- - [En^er  Drawer J\  Is  the  Porter  gone  for  all  the  Ladies 

according  to  my  direftions  ? 

Dravj.  I  exped  him  back  every  Minute.  But  you  know, 
Sir,  you  fent  him  as  far  as  Hockley  in  the  Hole^^oi  three  of  the 
Ladies,  tor  one  in  PinegarTard^  and  for  the  reft  ofthemfome- 
where  about  Lev)kner^s  Lane.  Sure  fome  of  them  are  below, 
for  I  hear  the  Barr  Bell.  As  they  come  1  will  (how  them  up. 
Coming,  Coming. 


SCENE  IV. 

Macheath,  .Afrj.  Coaxer,  Dolly  Trull,  /kTr/.  Vixen,  Betty 
Doxy,  Jenny  Diver,  Mn,  Slammekin,  Suky  Tawdry, 

and  Molly  Brazen. 

•  Mach.  Dear  Mrs.  Coaxer^  you  are  v/elcome.  You  look 
charmingly  to-day.  I  hope  you  don’t  want  the  Repairs  of 
Quality,  and  lay  on  Paint.  —  Dolly  Trull  I  kKs  me,  you  Slut;  are 
you  as  amorous  as  ever.  Huffy  ?  You  are  always  fo  taken  up 
with  dealing  Hearts,  that  you  don’t  allov/  your  felf  Time  to 
deal  any  thing  el fe,  ^Ah  Dolly.,  thou  wilt  ever  be  a  Co¬ 
quette  !  — — —  Mrs.  Vixen.,  I’m  yours,  I  always  lov’d  a  Wo-  - 
man  of  Wit  and  Spirit;  they  make  charming  Miftredes,  but 

plaguy  Wives.  - Betty  Doxy  I  Come  hither.  Huffy.  Do 

you  drink  as  hard  as  ever  You  had  better  dick  to  good 
wholefome  Beer;  for  in  troth,  Betty.,  Strong-Waters  will  in 
time  ruin  your  Conditution.  You  fhould  leave  thofe  to  your 

Betters. - What!  and  my  pretty  Jenny  Diver  too!  As 

prim  and  demure  as  ever!  There  is  not  any  Prude,  though  e- 
ver  fojhigh  bred,  hath  a  more  fandlify’d  Look,  with  a  more  mif- 
ehievous  Heart.  Ah !  thou  an  a  dear  artful  Hypocrite.  »»  — 

Slammekin  I  as  carelefs  and  genteel  as  ever!  all  you  fine 
Ladies,  who  know  your  own  Beauty,  affefl:  an  Undrefs.-— — 
But  fee,  ,  Suky  Tawdry  come  to  contradidl  what  I  was 
laying.  Every  thing  fhe  gets  one  way  (he  lays  out  upon  her 
Back,  Why,  Suky.,  you  mud  keep  at  lead  a  dozen  Tally¬ 
men.  Molly  Brazen  I  [^&he  kijfes  h\m.'\  Thai’s  well  done.  I 

love 


Aftll.  The  BEGGAR'S  OPERA,  29 

love  a  free-hearted  Wench.  Thou  haft  a  moft  agreeable  Af* 

furance,  Girl,  and  art  as  vmMiing  as  a  Turtle. - But  hark! 

I  hear  mufick.  The  Harper  is  at  the  Door.  If  Mufick  he  ike 
Food  of  Love^  play  on.  E’er  you  feat  your  felves,  Ladies,  what 
think  you  of  a  Dance?  Come  in.  \_Enter  Harper. Play  the 
French  Tune,  that  Mrs.  Slammekin  was  fo  fond  of. 

A  Dance  a  la  ronde  in  the  VtQWQh  Manner  \  near  the 
End  of  it  this  Song  and  Chorus, 

AIR  XXII.  Cotillon. 


JoutW s  the  Seafon  made  for  Joys.^ 

Love  is  then  our  Duty.^ 

She  alone  who  that  employs^ 

Well  defer ves  her  Beauty, 

L  et's  he  gay y 
While  we  rnay.^  / 

Beauty's  a  Flower defpis'd  in  decay* 

Youth's  the  Seafon  &c. 

Let  us  drink  and  fport  to-day y  ' 

Ours  is  not  to-morrow. 

Love  with  Tout h  flies  fujift  away^ 

'  .  Age  is  nought  but  Sorrow. 

Dance  and flngy 
Time's  on  the  Wingy 
Life  never  knows  the  return  of  Spring. 

Chorus.  Let  us  drink  &c. 

Mach.  Flow y  pray  Ladies,  take  your  Places.  Here  Fellow. 

Pays  the  Harper.']  Bid  the  Drawer  bring  us  more  Wine. 
\_Lx.  Harper.]  If  any  of  the  Ladies  chufe  Ginn,  I  hope  they 
will  be  fo  free  to  call  for  it. 

Jenny.  You  look  as  if  you  meant  me.  Wine  is  ftrong  e.. 
nough  for  me.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  never  drink  Strong*  Waters,  but 
when  I  have  the  Cholic. 

Mach.  Juft  the  Excufe  of  the  fine  Ladies !  Why,  a  Lady  of 
Quality  is  never  without  the  Cholic.  I  hope,  Mrs.  Ccaxery  you 
have  had  good  Suecefs  of  late  in  your  Vifits  among  the  Mer- 
eers.  E  3  CcaXj 
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Coax.  We  have  fo  many  Interlopers - Yet  with  Indu- 

ftry,  one  may  ftill  have  a  little  Picking.  I  carried  a  filver 
flower’d  Lutellring,  and  a  Piece  of  black  Padefoy  to  Mr? 
Peachum'*s  Lock  but  laft  Week. 

f^ix.  There’s  Molly  Brazen  hath  the  Ogle  of  a  Rattle-Snake. 
She  rivetted  a  Linnen-draper’s  Eye  fo  faft  upon  her,  that  he 
was  nick’d  of  three  Pieces  of  Cambric  before  he  could  look  off. 

Braz.  Oh  dear  Madam  !  - But  Pure  nothing  can  come 

up  to  your  handling  of  Laces  I  And  then  you  have  fuch  a 
fweet  deluding  Tongue  !  To  cheat  a  Man  is  nothing;  but  the 
Woman  muft  have  fine  Parts  indeed  who  cheats  a  Woman ! 

Fix.  Lace,  Madam,  lyes  in  a  fmall  Compafs,  and  is  of 
cafy  Conveyance.  But  you  are  apt,  Madam,  to  think  too  well 
of  your  Friends. 

Coax.  If  any  Woman  hath  more  Art  than  another,  to  be 
fure,  ’tis  Jenny  Diver.  Though  her  Fellow  be  never  fo  a- 
greeable,  (he  can  pick  his  Pocket  as  cooly,  as  if  Money  were 
her  only  Pl^afure.  Now  that  is  a  Command  of  the  Paflions 
uncommon. in  a  Woman! 

Jenny.  I  never  go  to  the  Tavern  with  a  Man,  but  in  the 
View  ofBufinefs.  I  have  other  Hours,  and  other  fort  of  Men 
for  my  Pleafure.  But  had  I  your  Addrefs,  Madam  — 

Mach.  Have  done  with  your  Compliments,  Ladies;  and 
drink  about:  You  are  not  fo  fond  of  me,  Jenny  as  you  ufe 
to  be. 

Jenny.  ’Tis  not  convenient,  Sir,  to  (how  my  Fondnefs  a- 
mong  fo  many  Rivals.  ’Tis  your  own  Choice,  and  npt  the 
warmth  of  my  Inclination  that  will  determine  you. 


AIR  XXIII.  All  in  a  mifty  Morning, 


Before  the  Barn-door  croiving.f 
T^he  Cock  Hens  attended 
His  Eyes  around  him  throwing.^ 

Stands  for  a  while  fufpended.  ^hen 
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^en  One  he  Jingles  from  the  Crevjj 
And  cheers  the  hap^y  Hen ; 

IVith  how  do  you  ds^  and  how  do  you  do^ 

And  how  do  you  do  again, 

Mach.  Ah  Jenny!  thoa  art  a  d^ar  Slut. 

Trull.  Pray,  Madam,  were  you  ever  in  keeping  ? 

Tawd.  1  hope,  Madam,  I  ha’nt  been  fo  long  upon  the 
Town,  but  I  have  met  with  fome  good  Fortune  as  well  as  my 
Neighbours. 

Trull.  Pardon  me,  Madam,  I  meant  no  harm  by  the  Que« 
ftion ;  ’twas  only  in  the  way  of  Converfation. 

Tawd.  Indeed,  Madam,  if  I  had  not  been  a  Fool,  I  might 
have  liv’d  very  handfomdy  with  my  laft  Friend.  Bat  upon 
his  miffing  five  Guineas,  he  turn’d  me  off.  Now  I  never  fu- 
fpedled  he  had  counted  them. 

Slam.  Who  do  you  look  upon,  Madain,  as  your  beft  fort  of 
Keepers  ? 

Trull,  That,  Madam,  is  thereafter  as  they  be. 

Slam.  I,  Madam,  was  once  kept  by  a  Jew  ;  and  bating  their 
Religion,  to  Women  they  are  a  good  fort  of  People. 

Tawd.  Now  for  my  part,  I  own  I  like  an  old  Fellow:  for 
we  always  make  them  pay  for  what  they  can’t  do. 

Vix.  A  fpruce  Premice,  let  me  tell  you,  Ladies,  is  no  ill 
thing,  they  bleed  freely.  I  have  fent  at  leaft  two  or  three  do¬ 
zen  of  them  in  my  time  to  the  Plantations. 

Jen.  But  to  be  fure,Sir,  with  fo  much  good  Fortune  as  you 
have  had  upnn  the  Road,  you  muft  be  grown  immenfely/ich. 

Mach.  The  Road,  indeed,  hath  done  me  jaftice,  ^t  the 
Gaming-Table  hath  been  my  ruin.  / 


/ 

air  XXIV.  When  once  I  lay  with  another  Man’s  Wife, 


Jen.  The  Gamefiers  and  Lawyers  are  Jugglers  alike 
If  they  meddle  your  All  is  in  danger. 

Like  Gypfies.^  if  once  they  can  finger  a  Soufe, 

Tour  Pockets  they  pick^  and  they  pilfer  your  Houfe.^ 
And  give  your  Efiats  to  a  Stranger . 


K 
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A  Man  of  Coarage  fliould  never  put  any  Thing  to  the  Rifque, 
but  his  Life.  Theie  are  the  Tools  of  a  Man  of  Honour.  Cards 
and  Dice  arc  only  fit  for  cowardly  Cheats,  who  prey  upon  their 
Friends. 

[^She  takes  up  his  PiJioL  Tawdry  takes  up  the  other, 
’Tawd,  This,  Sir,  is  fitter  for  your  Hand.  Befides  your  Lofs 
of  Money,  ’tis  a  Lofs  to  the  Ladies.  Gaming  takes  you  off 
from  Women.  How  fond  could  1  be  of  you!  but  before 
Company,  ’tis  ill  bred. 

Mach.  Wanton  Hu  files ! 

Jen.  I  muft  and  will  have  a  Kifs  to  give  my  Wine  a  ^eft. 
\pthey  take  him  about  the  Neck^  and  make  Signs  to  Pcachufn 
and  Conflahles^  who  ruj})  in  upon  him. 


S  C  E  N  E  V. 

them^  Peachum  and  Conftahles. 

Peach.  I  feize  you,  Sir,  as  my  Prifoner. 

Mach.  Was  this  well  done,  Jenny?;  - Women  are  De-. 

coy  Ducks;  who  can  trufi  them!  Beads,  Jades,.  Jilts,  Har¬ 
pies,  Furies,  Whores! 

Peach.  Your  Cafe,  Mr.  Macheath.,  is  not  particular.  The 
greateft  Heroes  have  been  ruin’d  by  Women.  But,  to  do  them 
juftice,  I  mud  own  they  are  a  pretty  fort  of  Creatures,  if  we 
could  trud  them.  You  mud  now.  Sir,  take  your  leave  of 
the  Ladies,,  and  if  they  have  a  Mind  to  make  you  ''a  Vifit,  they 
will  be  fure  to-  find  you  at  home.  The  Gentleman,  Ladies, 
lodges  in  Newgate.  Condables,  wait  upon  the  Captain  to  his 
Lodgings. 


AIR  XXV.  I  When  fird  I  laid  Siege  to  my  Chloris, 


Mac.  /ft  the  Tree  I  Jhall  fuffer  with  pleafure.^ 


At  the  Tree  I Jhall  fuffer  with  pleafure^ 

Let  me  go  where  I  will.^ 

In  all  kinds  of  III., 

I  jhall  find  no  finch  Furies  as  thcfie  are, 

P^ach* 
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Ladies,  I’ll  take  care  the  Reckoning  (hall  be  difcharg’d. 
Macheath,  guarded  with  Peachum  and  Conftables. 

SCENE  VL 
I'he  Women  remain. 

Vix.  Look  ye,  Mrs.  Jenny^  though  Mr.  Peachum  may  have 
made  a  private  Bargain  wlih  you  and  Suky  Tawdry  for  betray¬ 
ing  the  Captain,  as  we  were  all  alfilling,  Vv^e  ought  all  to  fhaie 

alike.  ^  . 

Coax.  I  think  Mr.  Peachum.,  after  fo  long  an  acquaintance, 
might  have  ttufted  me  as  well  as  Jenny  Diver. 

Slam.  I  am  fure  at  leafl  three  Men  of  his  hanging,  and  in  a 
Year’s  time  too,  (if  he  did  me  juftice)  flionld  be  fet  down  to 
my^account. 

TrulL  Mrs.  Slammekin^  that  is  not  fair,  For  you  know  one 
of  them  was  taken  in  Bed  with  me. 

Jenny.  As  far  as  a  Bowl  of  Punch  ora  Treat,  I  believe  Mrs. 
Suky  will  join  with  me.- —  As  for  any  thing  elfe,  Ladies,  you 
cannot  in  confcience  expedi  it. 

Slam.  Dear  Madam - 

Trull,  i  would  not  for  the  World - - 

Slam.  ’Tis  impoflible  for  me - 

Trull.  As  I  hope  to  be  fav’d,  Madam - 

Slam.  Nay,  then  f  muft  (lay  here  all  Night-- — 

Trull.  Since  you  command  me.  \_Exe.  with  great  Ceremony, 


SCENE  VII.  Newgate. 

I 

Lockic,  Turnkeys^  Mackheath,  Conflahles. 

Lock.  Noble  Captain,  you  are  welcome.  You  have  not  been 
a  Lodger  of  mine  this  Year  and  half.  You  know  the  cuftom. 
Sir.  Garnifli,  Captain,  Garnifli.  Hand  me  down  thofe  Fetters 
there. 

Mach.  Thofe,  Mr.  Lockit.,  feem  to  be  the  heavieft  of  the 
whole  fett.  With  your  leave,  I  ftiould  like  the  further  pair 
better. 

Lock.  Look  ye.  Captain,  we  know  what  is  fitted  for  our 
Prifoners.  When  a  Gentleman  ufes  me  with  Civility,  I  always 

do  the  bed  I  can  to  pleafe  him. - Hand  them  down  I  fay. — 

We  have  them  of  all  Prices,  from  one  Guinea  to  ten,  and ’tis 
fitting  every  Gentleman  fhpuld  pleafe  himfelf. 

Mach. 
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Mach,  1  underftand  you,  Sir.  [Gives  MoiteyJ]  The  Fees  1 
here  are  fo  many,  and  fo  exorbitant,  that  few  Fortunes  can  M 
bear  the  Expence  of  getting  off  handfomly,  or  of  dying  like  I 
a  Gentleman.  I 

Lock,  Thofe,  I  fee,  will  fit  the  Captain  better.— | 
Take  down  the  further  Pair.  Do  but  examine  them,  Sir.-——  I 

Never  was  better  work. - How  genteely  they  are  made ! —  | 

They  will  fit  as  eafy  as  a  Glove,  and  the  niceft  Man  in  En- 
gland  might  not  be  alham’d  to  wear  them.  [He  puts  on  thif 
Chains,']  If  I  had  the  beft  Gentleman  in  the  Land  in  my  Cu- 
ftody  I  could  not  equip  him  more  handfomly.  And  fo.  Sir  — 

I  now  leave  you  to  your  private  Meditations. 


. . .  ■  I  ■■■■■■  III.,  —  m 

SCENE  VIIL 

Macheatb. 

AIR  XXVI.  Courtiers,  Courtiers  think  it  no  harm,  ^c. 


Man  may  efcape  from  Rope  and  Gun ; 
fiay^  fame  have  out-liv^d  the  DoBor^s  Pill ; 
JVho  takes  a  Woman  mufi  be  undone^ 


*That  Bqfilisk  is  fure  to  kilf. 

7"he  Fly  that  ftps  T’reacle  is  lofl  in  the  Sweets^ 
So  he  that  iajies  Woman^  W wnan^  W rman^ 
He  that  taftes  W^y^^tin^  Ruin  meets , 


To  what  a  woful  plight  have  I  brought  my  felf!  Here  mu  ft 
i  (all  day  long,  ’till  I  am  hang’d)  be  confin’d  t^  hear  the  Re¬ 
proaches  of  a  Wench  who  lays  her  Ruin  at  my 
I  am  in  the  Cuftody  of  her  Father,  and  to  be  fure  if  he  knows 
of  the  matter,  I  (liall  have  a  fine  time  on’t  betwixt  this  and  my 

Execution. . But  I  promis’d  the  Wench  Marriage.  -- 

What  fignifies  a  Promife  to  a  Woman?  Docs  not  Man  m 
Marriage  itfelf  promife  a  hundred  things  that  he  never  mean 
to  perform  ?  Do  all  we  can,  Women  will  believe  us,  for  oey 
look  upon  a  Promife  as  an  Excufe  for  following  t  eir 

Inclinations. . But  here  comes  Lucy^  ^nd  ^  m  p 

her . Wou’d  I  were  deaf !  J)  U  in  c. 
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SCENE  IX. 

Macheath,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  You  bafe  Man  you,  — -  how  can  you  look  me  in 

the  Face  after  what  hath  paft  between  us  ? - See  here,  per- 

fidious  Wretch,  how  I  am  forc’d  to  bear  about  the  load  of 

Infamy  you  have  laid  upon  me - O  Macheathl  thou  haft 

robb’d  me  of  my  Quiet  — —  to  fee  thee  tortur’d  would  give  me 
pleafure. 


AIR.  XXVII.  A  lovely  Lafs  to  a  Friar  came, 


T’hus  when  a  good  Hufwife  fees  a  Rat 
In  her  Trap  in  the  Morning  taken^ 


With  pleajure  her  Heart  goes  pit  a  paty 
In  Revenge  for  her  lofs  of  Bacon* 

Then  Jhe  throws  him 
To  the  Dog  or  Caty 
To  he  worriedy  crujh'd  and  Jhaken. 

Mac.  Have  you  no  Bowels,  no  Tendernefs,  my  dear  Lucfy 
to  fee  a  Husband  in  thefe  Gircumftances  ? 

Lucy.  A  Husband! 

Mac.  In  ev’ry  refpedl  but  the  Form,  and  that,  my  Dear,  may 

be  faid  over  us  at  any  time. - Friends  Ihould  not  infift  upon 

Ceremonies.  From  a  Man  of  Honour,  his  Word  is  as  good  as 
his  Bond.  ^ 

Lucy.  ’Tis  the  Pleafure  of  all  you  fine  Men  to  infult  the 
Women  you  have  rain’d. 


AIR 
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AIR  XX VIII.  ’Twas  when  the  Sea  was  roaring, 


Hovj  cruel  are  the  *Irayiors^ 

Who  lye  and  f wear  in  jejl^ 

To  cheat  un^jiarded  Creatures 
Of  f^irtue.^  Fame.,  and  liefl  / 

Whoever  Jleals  a  Shilling, 

Tfhrough  Shame  the  Guilt  conceals* 

In  Love  the  perjuFd  f/illain 
With  Boafis  the  Tfheft  reveals. 

Mac.  The  very  firft  Opportunity,  my  Dear,  (have  but  Pati¬ 
ence)  you  lliall  be  my  Wife  in  whatever  manner  you  pleafe. 

Lucs.  Infinuating  Monfter!  And  fo  you  think  I  know  no¬ 
thing  of  the  Affair  of  Mifs  Polly  Peachum.  - I  could  tear 

thy  Eyes  out !  ^  *  i  « 

Mac.  ^m^Lucy,  you  can’t  be  fach  a  Fool  as  to  be  jealous 


Lucy.  Are  you  not  married  to  her,  you  Brute,  you. 

Mac.  Married!  Very  good.  The  Wenc^  gives  tt  out  only 
0  vex  thee,  and  to  ruin  me  in  thy  good  Opinion.  1  is  uue,^ 
go  to  the  Houfe ;  I  chat  with  the  Girl,  I  kifs  her,  I  lay  a 
houfand  things  to  her  (as  all  gentlemen  do)  that  mean  no- 
hing,  to  divert  my  feif ;  and  now 'the  filly  Jade  hath  let  c 

bout  that  I  am  married  to  her,  to  let  me  ^ 

vould  be  at.  Indeed,  my  dear  Lucy,  thefe  violen.  PalTions 

nay  be  of  ill  confequence  to  a  Woman  in 
Lucy.  Come,  come,  Captain,  for  all  your  AfiTurance,  you 
mow  that  Mifs  Polly  hath  put  it  out  of  your  power  to  do 

ne  the  Jufiice  you  promis’d  me. 

Mac.  A  jealous  Woman  believes  ev  ry  thing  her 
uggefts.  To  convince  you  of  my  Sincerity,  if  we  can  find 
he  Ordinary,  I  fliall  have  no  Scruples  of  making  you 
^ife  :  and  I  know  the  confequence  of  having  two  at  a  tune. 
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Lucy.  That  you  are  only  to  be  bang’d,  and  fo-  get  rid  of 
them  both. 

Mac.  I  am  ready,  my  dear  Lucy.^  to  give  you  fatisfaflion  — 
if  you  think  there  is  any  in  Marriage.  — -  What  can  a  Man 
of  Honour  fay  more  ? 

Lucy.  So  then  it  feems,  you  are  not  married  to  Mifs 
Polly. 

Mac.  You  know,  Lucy\  the  Girl  is  prodigioufly  conceited. 
No  Man  can  fay  a  civil  thing  to  her,  but  (like  other  fine 
Ladies)  her  Vanity  makes  her  think  he’s  her  own  for  ever  and 
ever. 


AIR  XXIX.  The  Sun  had  loos’d  his  weary  Teams,  Csff. 


7" he  fir  ft  time  at  the  Looking-glnfs 
*the  Mother  fets  her  Daughter., 


*The  Jmag?  ft r ikes  the  fmiling  Lafis 
With  Self-love  ever  after. 

Each  time  Jhe  looks,  jbe,  fonder  grown, ' 

Vfhinks  ev*ry  Charm  grows  ftronger. 

But  alas,  vain  Maid,  all  Eyes  hut  your  own 
Can  fee  you  are  not  younger i  ' 

When  Women  confider  their  own  Beauties,  they  are  all  alike 
unreafonable  in  their  demands ;  for  they  expedt  their  Lovers 
Ihould  like  them  as  long  as  they  like  themfelves. 

Lucy.  Yonder  is  my  Father - perhaps  this’  way  we  may 

^ight  upon  the  Ordinary,  who  lhall  try  if  you  will  be  as  good 
as  your  Word. - For  1  long  to  bemade  an  honeft  Woman. 


SCENE  X. 

Peachum,  Lock  it  *with  an  Account-Book, 

Lock,  In  this  laft  Affair,  Brother  Peachum,  we  are  agreed. 
You  have  confented  to  go  halves  in  Macheath. 

Peach.  We  fhall  never  fall  out  about  an  Execution. . — 

Butasto  that  Articlcjpray  how  (lands  our  lad  Year’s  account?  It 

Lock. 


/ 
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Loch  If  you  will  run  your  Eye  over  it,  you’ll  fiud  ’tis  fair  ! 
and  clearly  ftated..  ! 

Peach,  This  long  Arrear  of  the  Government  is  very  hard  i 
upon  us  !  Can  it  be  expeded  that  we  (hould  hang  our  Acquaih-  ' 
tance  for  nothing,  when  our  Belters  will  hardly  fave  theirs 
without  being  paid  for  it.  Unlefs  the  People  in  employment 
pay  better,  I  promife  them  for  the  future,  I  fliall  let  other 
Rogues  livebefides  their  own. 

Lock.  Perhaps,  Brother,  they  are  afraid  thefe  matters  may  ht 
carried  too  far.  We  are  treated  too  by  them  with  Contempt,  aS  ' 
if  our  Profeflion  were  not  reputable.  I 

Peach.  In  one  refpedi  indeed,  our  Employment  may  be  | 
reckon’d  diOioneft,  becaufe,  like  Great  Statefmen,  we  encou-  j 
rage  thofe  who  betray  their  Friends. 

Lock.  Such  Language,  Brother,  any  where  elfe,  might  turn 
to  your  prejudice.  Learn  to  be  more  guarded,  I  beg  you. 


AIR  XXX.  How  happy  are  we,  r^c. 


IVhen  you  eenfure  the  A^e.^ 
Be  cauthm  and  fage^ 


Left  the  Courtiers  offended  fbofild  be  : 

If  you  mention  Vice  dr  Bribe ^ 

^Tis  fo pat  to  all  the  Tribe; 

Rach  crys - That  was  leveWd  at  me. 

Peach,  Here’s  poor  Ned  Clincher^s  Name,  I  fee.  Sure,  Bro-^ 
ther  Lockit^  there  was  a  little  unfair  proceeding  in  Ned*s  cafe  : 
for  he  told  me  in  the  Condemn’d  Hold,  that  for  Value  receiv’d, 
you  had  promis’d  him  a  Sefllon  or  two  longer  without  Mo- 
leftation. 

Lock.  Mr.  Peachum^ - This  is  the  firft  time  my  Honour 

was  ever  call’d  In  Queftion.  ' 

Peach.  Bufinefs  is  at  an  end - if  once  we  a6l  diOionourably. 

Lock.  Who  accufes  me? 

Peach.  You  are  warm,'  Brother. 

Lock.  He  that  attacks  my  Honour,  attacks  my  Livelyhaod. — 

And  this  Ufage  —  Sir - is  not  to  be  bom. 

^  Peach, 
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Peach.  Since  you  provoke  me  to  fpeak - 1  mud  tell  you 

too,  that  Mrs.  Coaxer  charges  you  with  defrauding  her  of  her 
Information-Money,  for  the  apprehending  of  curl-pated  Hugh. 
Indeed,  indeed,  Brother,  we  mud  punctually  pay  our  Spies,  or 
We  (hall  have  no  Information. 

Lock.  Is  this  Language  to  me,  Sirrah - who  have  fav’d  you 

from  the  Gallows,  Sirrah!  \Collar'ing  each  other. 

Peach.  If  I  am  hanged,  it  (hall  be  for  ridding  the  World  of  an 
arrant  Rafcal. 

Lock,  This  Hand  (hall  do  the  office  of  the  Halter  you  de- 
ferve,  and  throttle  you^— you  Dog! - 

Peach,  Brother,  Brother, - We  are  both  in  the  Wrong — - 

.We  (hall  be  both  Lofers  in  the  Difpute— -for  you  know  we 
have  it  in  our  Power  to  hang  each  other.  You  Ihould  not  be 
fo  paffionate. 

Lock.  Nor  you  fo  provoking. 

Peach.  ’Tis  our  mutual  Intered;  ’tis  for  the  Intered  of  the 
World  we  fliould  agree.  If  I  faid  any  thing.  Brother,  to  the 
Prejudice  of  your  Character,  1  ask  pardon. 

Lock.  Brother  Peachum - can  forgive  as  well  as  relent. 

— —Give  me  your  Hand.  Sufpicion  does  not  become  a  Friend. 

Peach,  I  only  meant  to  give  you  occafion  to  judifie  your- 
felf :  But  I  mud  now  dep  home,  for  I  expeS  the  Gentleman 
about  this  Snuft-box,  that  Filch  nimm’d  two  Nights  ago  in  the 
Park.  I  appointed  him  at  this  hour. 


SCENE  XL 

Lbckit,  Lucy. 

Lock.  Whence  come  you,  Hufly  ? 

Lucy.  My  Tears  might  anfwer  that  Queftion. 

Lock.  You  have  then  been  whimpering  and  fondling,  like  a 
Spaniel,  ever  the  Fellow  that  hath  abus’d  you. 

Lucy.  One  can’t  help  Love  ;  one  can’t  cure  it.  ’Tis  not  in 
my  Power  to  obey  you,  and  hate  him. 

Lock.  Learn  to  bear  your  Husband’s  Death  like  a  reafonable 
Woman.  ’Tis  not  the  fafliion,  now-a-days,  fo  much  as  to 
affedl  Sorrow  upon  thefe  Occafions.  No  Woman  would  ever 
marry,  if  (he  had  not  the  Chance  of  Mortality  for  a  Releafe, 
A6I  like  a  Woman  of  Spirit,  Huffy,  and  thaiik  your  Father 
for  what  he  is  doing. 


A  I  R 
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AIR  XXXI.  Of  a  noble  Race  was 


T'oirll  think  eer  many  Days  enfue 
,  This  Sentence  not  fevere  ; 

1  hang  yottr  Husband^  Child^  ^tts  true^ 

Bm  with  him  hang  your  Care. 

Ttwang  dang  dillo  dee. 

Like  a  good  Wife,  go  moan  over  your  dying  Husband.  Thar^ 
Child,  is  your  Duty  - —  Confider,  Girl,  you  can’t  have  the  Man 

and  the  Money  too - fo  make  yourfelf  as  eafy  as  you  can 

by  getting  all  you  can  from  him. 


Lucy.  Is  then  his  Fate  decreed^  Sir  ? 

Such  a  Man  can  I  think  of  quitting  ? 

When  firjl  we  met^  fo  mot^es  me  yet^ 

0  fee  how  my  Heart  is  fp fitting! 

Lock.  Look  ye,  Lucy - There  is  no  favinghim.- — So,  I 

think,  you  muft  ev’n  do  like  other  Widovvs  —  Buy  your  felf 
Weeds,  and  be  cheerful. 

A  I  R  xxxn. 


SCENE 


Aail.  ThQ  B EGG JR^s  OPERA. 


SCENE  XIL 
Lucy,  Macheath. 

Lufy.  Though  the  Ordinary  was  out  of  the  way  to-day,  I 
hope,  my  Dear,  you  will,  upon  the  fitrt  opportunity,  quiet  my 

Scruples - Oh  Sir!— my  Father’s  hard  Heart  is  uot  to  be 

foften’d,  and  I  am  in  the  utmoft  Defpair. 

Mac.  But  if  I  could  raife  a  fmall  Sum - -Would  riot  twen¬ 

ty  Guineas,  think  you,  move  him?  —  Of  all  the  Arguments 
in  the  way  of  Bufinefs,  the  Perquifite  is  the  moft  prevailing.  — 
Your  Father’s  Perquifites  for  the  Efcape  of  Prifoners  muft  a- 
mount  to  a  conliderable  Sum  in  the  Year.  Money  well  tim’d, 
and  properly  apply’d,  will  do  any  thing. 


A  I  R  XXXJII.  Ladies. 


If  you  at  an  Office  filicit  your  Due^ 

And  would  not  have  Matters  negleHed ; 

You  muft  quicken  the  Clerk  with  the  Perquifite  t99% 

Yo  do  what  his  Duty  direSled. 

Or  would  you  the  Frowns  of  a  Lady  frevent^ 

She  too  has  this  palpable  Failing.^ 

Yhe  Perquifite  fiftens  her  into  C onfent  ^ 

Yhat  Reafon  with  all  is  prevculing. 

Lucy.  What  Love  or  Money  can  do  Ihall  be  done  *.  for  jlH 
tny  Comfort  depends  opon  your  Safety. 

F  AIR 
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SCENE  XIII. 

Lucy,  Macheath,  Polly. 

Polly.  Where  is  iny  dear  Husband  ?  —  Was  a  Rope  ever  in¬ 
tended  for  this  Neck!- — -O  let  me  throw  my  Arms  about  it, 

and  throttle  thee  with  Eove ! - Why  doft  thou  turn  away 

from  me?- - ’Tis  thy  .Po//y  — ’Tis- thy  Wife. 

Mac.  Was  ever  fuch  an  unfortunate  Rafcal  as  I  am  ! 

Lucy.  Was  there  ever  fuch  another  Villain  ! 

Polly.  Q  Macheath!  was  it  for  this  we  parted?  Taken!  Im- 
prifon’d  !  TryM!  HangM! — -cruel  Refle6i:ion  !  I’ll  ftay  with 
thee  ’till  Death — -no  Force  fhall  tear  thy  dear  Wife  from  thee 

now.“- — What  means  my  Love  ? - -Not  one  kind  Word !  not 

one  kind  Look!  think  what  thy  Polly  fuifers  to  fee  thee  in  this 
Condition. 


AIR  XXXIV.  All  in  the  Downs,  ^c. 


L’hus  when  the  Swallow.,  feeking  Prey.^ 

Whhin  the  Sap  is  clofely  pent^ 

His  Confort.,  with  bemoaning  Lay., 

IVithout  Jits  pining  for  tJo*  Event. 

Her  chattering  Lovers  all  around  her  skim  ; 

She  heeds  them  not  {poor  Bird!)  her  SouVswith  him. 


Mac.  I  muft  difown  her.  [r^fide.'^  The  Wench  is  dillraded. 

Lucy.  Am  I  then  bilk’d  of  my  Virtue?  Gan  I  have  no  Repa« 
ration?  Sure  Men  were  born  to  lye,  and  Women  to  believe 
them!  O  Villain !  Villain  i 

Polly.  Am  I  not  thy- Wife? — Thy  Negledl  of  me,  thyA- 

verfion  to  me  too  feverely  proves  it.* — Look  on  me. - Tell 

me,  am  I  not  thy  Wife?  Lucy. 
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Lucy,~VtvM\om  Wrerch  ! 

Folly.  Barbarous  Husband  I 

.Lucy.  Hadft  thou  been  hang’d  five  Months  ago,  I  had  be^ 
happy. 

Folly.  And  I  too — ^If  you  had  been  kind  to  me  hV.l  Death 
ft  would  not  have'vexM  me  —  And  that’s  no  very  unreafons-t, 
ble  Requeftj  (chough  from  a  Wife)  to  a  Man  whohath  not  above 
leven  or  eight  Days  to  live. 

Lucy.  f\rt  thou  then  married  to  another?  Hafi  thou  two 
Wives,  Monfter  ? 

Mac.  If  Women’s  Tongues  can  ceafe  for  an  Anfwer—^ 
hear  me. 

Lucy.  I  won’t, - Flelh  and  Blood  can’t  bear  myUfage. 

Foil}'.  Shall  I  not  claim  my  own?  Jufiice  bids  me  fpeak. 


AIR  XXXV.  Have  you  heard  of  a  frolickfome  Ditty, 


Mac.  How  happy  could  I  he  with  either.^ 


IVere  father  dear  Charmer  away  I 
Fut  while  you  thus  teaze  me  together^ 

"To  neither  a  JL^ord  will  I  fay  ; 

But  tol  de  rolj  ^c. 

Polly.  Sure^  my  Dear,  there  ought  to  be  fome  Preference 
liiown  to  a  Wife !  At  lead  fhe  may  claim  the  Appearance  of 
it.  He  muft  be  diftradled  with  his  Misfortunes,  or  he  could 
not  ufe  me  thus ! 

Lucy.  O  Villain,  Villain!  thou  haft  deceiv’d  me— —I  could 
even  inform  againft  thee  with  Pleafure.  Not  a  Prude  wifhes 
more  heartily  to  have  Facls  againft  her  intimate  Acquaintance, 
than  I  now  wiih  to  have  Fads  againft  thee,  I  would  have  her 
5atisfa6lion,  and  they  fhouid  all  our. 


F  ^ 
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A  I  K  XXXVL  Irim  Trot. 


Polly.  /*/«  bubbled, 

Lucy,  r  —  -  -  -  “  Vm  bubbled, 

Polly.  Oh  how  I  ant  troubled  ! 

Lucy.  Bambouzled,  and  bit ! 

Polly. . My  Dijirejfes  art  doubled, 

Lucy.  When  you  come  to  the  ‘Tree^pouldthe  Hangman  refufe 
Thefe  Fingers,  VJith  Pleafure^  could  fajien  the  Noofe, 
Polly,  bubbled^  &c. 

Mac,  Be  pacified,  my  dear  Lucy — -This  is  all  a  Fetch  of 
Po//y’s,  to  make  me  defperate  with  you  in  cafe  I  get  off.  If  1 
am  iiang’dj  Ihe  would  fain  have  the  Credit  of  being  thought  my 

Widow - Really,  PoUy^  this  is  no  time  for  aDifpute  of  this 

fort ;  for  whenever  you  are  talking  of  Marriage,  I  am  thinking 
of  Hanging. 

Polly,  And  haft  thou  the  Heart  to  perfift  in  difowning  me.> 
Mac.  And  haft  thou  the  Heart  to  perfift  in  perfuading  me 
that  I  am  married  ?  Why,  Tolly,,  doft  thou  feek  to  aggravate 
my  Misfortunes  ? 

Lucy.  Really,  Mifs  Peachum,  you  but  expofe  yourfelf.  Be- 
fides,  ’tis  barbarous  in  you  to  worry  a  Gentleman  in  his  Cir- 
cumftances* 

AIR 
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A  I  R  xxxvir. 


Polly.  Ceafe your  Funning  ; 

Force  or  Cunning  ' 
t^ever  Jhall  my  Heart  trafan^ 
All  thefe  Sallies 
Are  but  Malice 
*to  feduce  my  conflant  Man* 
^Tis  moji  certain^ 

By  their  flirting 
Women  ofd  have  Envy  Jhowns 
Pleas*d^  to  ruin 
Others  wooing  ; 

Never  haf^y  in  their  oiunl 


Polly,  Decency,  Madam,  methinks  might  teach  you  to  bc» 
have  yonrfelf  with  fome  Referve  with  the  Husband,  while  his 
Wife  is  prefenr. 

Mac,  But  ferioufly,  Polly^  this  is  carrying  the  Joke  a  little 
loo  far. 

Lucy,  If  you  are  determin’d,  Madam,  to  raife  a  Didurbance 
in  the  Prifon,  I  lhall  be  oblig’d  to  fend  for  the  Turnkey  to 
ihow  you  the  Door.  I  am  forty,  Madam,  you  force  me  to 
be  fo  ill-bred. 

Polly.  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Madam;  Thefe  forward 
Airs  don’t  become  you  in  the  lead,  Madam.  And  my  Duty, 
Madam,  obliges  me  to  day  with  my  Husband,  Madam,  ’ 


\ 
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AIR  XXXVni.  Good-morrow,  Qo^ipJoatj, 


Lucy*  M^hy  how  Kovjj  Madam  ¥\\ix} 


If  you  thus  muft  chatter  \ 

And  are  for  flinging  Dirty 

Let*s  try  who  heft  can  fpatter\ 

Madam  Flirt/ 

Polly.  Why  how  nqWy  faucy  ^ade'^ 

Sure  the  Wench  is  Tipfy ! 

How  can  you  fee  me  made  [To  him. 

Ifhe  Scoff  of  fuch  a  Gipfy  ? 

Saucy  Jade  I  [To  her. 


SCENE  XIV. 

Lucy,  Machcath,  Polly,  Peachum. 

Peach,  Where’s  my  Wench  ?  Ah  Huffy  !  Huffy !— -  Come 
you  home,  you  Slut;  and  when  your  Fellow  is  bang’d,  hang 
yourfelf,  to  make  your  Family  feme  amends. 

Polly.  Dear,  dear  Father,  do  not  tear  me  from  him — Imuft 

fpeak ;  I  have  more  to  fay  to  him - Oh!  twift  thy  Fetters  a- 

bout  me,  that  hejnay  not  haul  me  from  thee ! 

Peach.  Sure  all  Women  arealike!  If  ever  they  commit  the 
Folly,  they  arefure  to  commit  ano-ther  by  expofingthemfelves — 

Away - Not  a  Word  more-— hYou  are  my  Prifoner  now. 

Huffy. ' 


AIR 


AaiL 
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A  I  R  XXXIX.  Irijh  Howl. 


Polly.  No  Power  on  Karth  can  tPer  divide 

I'he  Knot  that  Sacred  Love  hath  ty' d. 


When  Parents  draw  againjl  our  Mlnd^ 

Tdhe  Tdruedove'* s  Knot  they  f after  hind. 

Oh^  oh  rayy  oh  Amborah-—-  oh^  oh^  &C, 

[Holding  Macheath.^  Peachum  pulling  her. 


S  C  E  N  E  XV. 

Lucy,  Machcath. 

Mac.  I  am  naturally  compaflionate,  Wife ;  fc  that  I  could 
not  ufe  the  Wench  as  (he  deserv’d ;  which  made  you  at  firft  fu- 
fpedl  there  was  fomething  in  what  (he  faid. 

Lucy.  Indeed,  my  Dear,  I  was  ftrangely  pulled. 

Mac.  If  that  had  been  the  Cafe,  her  Father  would  never  have 
brought  me  into  this  Circumftance— No,  Lucyy-—  I  had  ra^ 
ther  dye  than  be  falfe  to  thee. 

Lucy.  How  happy  am  I,  if  you  fay  this  from  your  Heart! 
For  1  love  thee  fo,  that  I  could  fooner  bear  to  fee  thee  bang’d 
thaii  in  the  Arms  of  another. 

Mac.  But  couldd  thou  bear  to  fed  me  bang’d? 

Lucy.  O  Macheath.^  I  can  never  live  to  fee  that  Day. 

Mac.  You  fee,  Lucy\  in  the  Account  of  Love  you  are?  i» 
my  debt,  and  you  mufl:  now  be  convinc’d,  that  I  rather  chufe 

10  die  than  be  another’s. -  Make  me,  if  pofhble,  love  thte 

more,  and  let  me  owe  my  Life  to  thee-—-  If  you  refufe  to  aF 

F  4 
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fifl:  mie,  Peachum  and  your  Father  will  immediately  put  me  be¬ 
yond  all  means  of  Efcape. 

Lucy.  My  Father,  I  know,  hath  been  drinking  hard  with  the 
Prifoners:  and  I  fancy  he  is  now  taking  his  Nap  in  his  own 
Room-—  If  I  can  procure  the  Keys,  ftiall  1  go  off  with  thee^ 
my  Dear  ? 

Mac.  If  we  are  together,  ’twill  be  impoflible  to  lye  conceal’d. 
As  foon  as  the  Search  begins  to  be  a  little  cool,  I  will  fend  to 
thee—  ’Till  then  my  Heart  is  thy  Prifoner. 

Lucy.  Come  then,  my  dear  Husband - owe  thy  Life  to 

me - and  though  you  love  me  not—--  be  grateful —  But  that 

Polly  runs  in  my  Head  ftrangely. 

Mac.  A  Moment  of  time  may  make  us  unhappy  for-ever. 


AIR  XL.  The  Lafs  of  Pmeh  Mill,  ^c. 


IVhofe  Mate  hath  left  her  fide^ 
Whom  Hounds^  from  Morn  to  Eve^ 
Chafe  d*er  the  Country  wide. 


Where  can  my  Lover  hide\ 
Where  cheat  the  wary  Pack  ? 
If  Love  be  not  his  Guide.^ 

He  never  will  come  hack ! 


ACl 
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ACT  IIL  SCENE  I. 


3  C'E  N  E  Newgate, 

lyockit,  Lucy; 

Ltd.  •TP'  O  be  fore,  Wench,  you  muft  hare  been  aiding  and 
I  abetting  to  help  him  to  this  Efcape. 

JL  Lucy.  Sir,  here  hath  been  Peachum  and  his 
Daughter  Polly^  and  to  be  fure  they  know  the  Ways  of  Nevj~ 
gate  as  well  as  if  they  had  beeu  born  and  bred  in  the  Place  all 
their  Lives.  Why  muft  all  your  Sufpicion  light  upon  me? 

Lock.  Lucy,,  Lucy,  I  will  have  none  of  thefe  fliuffling  An- 
fwers. 

Lucy.  Well  then —  If  I  know  any  Thing  of  him  I  wifli  I 
may  be  burnt ! 

Loch  Keep  your  Temper,  Lucy,  or  I  lhall  pronounce  yon 
guilty. 

Lucy.  Keep  yours,  Sir, —  I  do  wilh  I  may  be  burnt.  I  do«-« 
And  what  can  I  fay  more  to  convince  you  ? 

Lock.  Did  he  tip  handfomely  ? —  How  much  did  he  come 
down  with?  Come  Hufly,  don’t  cheat  your  Father;  and  I  lhall 
not  be  angry  with  you —  Perhaps,  you  have  made  a  better  Bar¬ 
gain  with  him  than  I  could  have  done- —  How  much,  my  good 
Girl  ? 

Lucy.  You  know.  Sir,  I  am  fond  of  him,  and  would  have 
given  Money  to  have  kept  him  with  me. 

Lock,  Ah  Lucy  I  thy  Education  might  have  put  thee  more 
upon  thy  Guard ;  for  a  Girl  in  the  Bar  of  an  Ale-houfe  is  al¬ 
ways  belieg’d. 

Lucy.  Dear  Sir,  mention  not  my  Education —  for  ’twas  to 
shat  1  owe  my  Ruin. 


I 
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AIR  XLI.  If  Love’s  a  fweet  PalTion,  ^c. 


IVJoen  young  at  the  Bar  you  firfl  taught  me  to  fcore]. 
And  bid  me  be  free  of  my  Lips^  and  no  more', 

I  was  kifs^d  by  the  Parfon,  the  Squire,  and  the  Sot, 
M^hen  the  Gueft  was  departed,  the  Kifs  was  forgot. 
But  his  Kifs  was  fo  fweet,  and  fo'a  ofely  he  prefi, 
^hat  1  languijh'd  and  pin'd  'till  1  granted  the  reji. 


If  you  can  forgive  me,  Sir,  I  will  make  a  fair  Confeffion,  for 
lo  be  fure  he  hath  been  a  moft  barbarous  Villain  to  me. 

Loch.  And  fo  you  have  let  him  efcape,  Huffy —  Have  you? 

Lucy.  When  a  Woman  loves;  a  kind  Look,  a  tender  Word 
can  perfuade  her  to  any  thing——  And  I  could  ask  no  other  Bribe, 

Loch.  Tnou  v^ilt  always  be  a  vulgar  Slut,  Lucy* - If  you 

would  not  be  look’d  upon  as  a  Fool,  you  (hou id  never  do  a^ 
ny  thing  but  upon  the  Foot  of  Intereft.  Thofe  that  a(9  other** 
wife  are  their  own  Bubbles. 

Lucy.  But  Love,  Sir,  is  a  Misfortune  that  may  happen  to 
the  moft  difcreet  Woman,  and  in  Love  we  are  all  Fools  a- 
like---— -  Notw^ithfianding  all  he  fwore,  I  am  now  fully  con¬ 
vinc’d  that  Polly  Peachum  is  acSiually  his  Wife. - Did  I  let 

him  efcape,  (Fool  that  I  was!)  to  go  to  her? .  Pojly  will 

wheedle  herfelf  into  his  Money,  and  then  Peachum  will  hang 
him,  and  cheat  us  both. 

Lock.  So  I  am  to  be  ruin’d,  becaufe,  forfooih,  you  muft 
be  in  Love!  —  a  very  pretty  Excufe  ! 

Lucy.  I  could  murder  that  impudent  happy  Strumpet:- — I 
gave  him  his  Life,  and  that  Creature  enjoys  the  Sweets  of  it. 


Ungrateful  Macheathl 


AIR 


/ 
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AIR  XLII.  South^Sea  Ballad. 


My  Lo’ve  is  all  Madnefs  and  Folly^ 
Alone  I  lye^ 

*jtofsy  tumble^  and  cry, 

JVhat  a  happy  Creature  is  Polly ! 

Was  e*er  fuch  a  Wretch  as  II 
With  Rage  I  redden  like  Scarlet^ 
*That  my  dear  inconfiant  l^^arlet^ 

Stark  blind  to  my  Charms ^ 

Is  lofi  in  the  Arms 
Of  that  yUt,  that  inveigling  Harlot ! 
Stark  blind  to  my  Charms^ 

Is  lofi  in  the  Arms 


Of  that  yUt,  that  inveigling  Harlot  I 
lihis,  this  my  Refentment  alarms. 

Lock.  And  fo,  after  all  this  Mifchief,  I  mu  ft  ftay  here  to  be 
entertain’d  with  your  catterwauling,  Miftrefs  Pufs!—- Out  of 
my  Sight,  wanton  Strumpet !  you  lhall  faft  and  mortify  your- 
felf  into  Reafon,  with  now  and  then  a  little  handfome  Difci- 
plineto  bring  you  to  your  Senfes.— — Go. 


S  C  E  N  E  IL 
Lockit. 

Peachum  then  intends  to  outwit  me  in  this  Affair  ;  but  I’ll 
be  even  with  him. — The  Dog  is  leaky  in  his  Liquor,  fo  I’ll 
piy  him  that  way,  get  the  Secret  from  him,  and  turn  this  Af¬ 
fair 
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fair  to  niy  own  Advantage^ — -Lions,  Wolves,  and  Vulturs 

don’t  live  together  in  Herds,  Droves  or  Flocks. - Of  all  A-j 

iiimals  of  Prey,  Man  is  the  only  fociable  one.  Every  one  of  ] 

us  preys  upon  his  Neighbour,  and  yet  we  herd  together. - 

Peachum  is  my  Companion,  my  Friend - According  to  the^ 

Cuftom  of  the  World,  indeed,  he  may  quote  th(mfands  of  Pre¬ 
cedents  for  cheating  me — — —  And  fliall  not  I  make  ufe  of  the 
Privilege  of  Friendihip  to  make  him  a  Return? 

AIR  XLIII.  Packff/gton^s  Pound, 


:  :;|:p  J  jj: 
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fl 
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ii-l; 

Thus  Gamejlers  united  in  Erie ndjhip  are  founds 
Though  they  know  that  their  Induftry  all  is  a  Cheat  \ 

They  flock  to  their  Prey  at  the  Dice-Box's  Sourfd^ 

And  join  to  promote  one  another's  Deceit, 

But  if  by  mijbap 
They  fait  of  a  Chap^ 

To  keep  in  their  Hands^  they  each  other  entrap. 

Like  Pikes^  lank  with  Hunger.,  who  mifs  of  their  Ends^ 

They  bite  their  Companions^  and  prey  on  their  Friends, 

Now,  Peachumy  you  and  I,  likehoneft  Tradefmen,  are  to 
have  a  fairTryal  which  of  us  two  can  over-reach  the  other.— 
Lucy.  — —  \_Enter  Lucy,]  Are  there  any  of  Peachum's  Peopis 
now  in  the  Houfe? 

Lucy.  Filch.,  Sir,  is  drinking  a  Quartern  of  Strong-Waters 
In  the  next  Room  with  Black  Moll, 

Lock.  Bid  him  come  to  me. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 

Lockit,  Filch. 

Lod.  Why,  Boy,  thou  looked  as  if  thou  wcrt  half  darvM ; 
Hke  a  fiiotten  Herring. 

Filch.  One  had  need  have  the  Conditution  of  a  Horfe  to  go 
thorough  the  Bufinefs.— —  Since  the  favourite  Child-getter  was 
difabkd  by  a  Mis-hap,  I  have  pick’d  up  a  little  Money  by  help¬ 
ing  the  Ladies  to  a  Pregnancy  againd  their  being  call’d  down  to 

Sentence. - But  if  a  Man  cannot  get  an  honed  Livclyhood 

any  eafier  way,  I  am  fure,  ’tis  what  I  can’t  undertake  for  ano¬ 
ther  Sellion. 

Leek.  Truly,  if  that  great  Man  fhould  tip  off,  ’t would  be  an 
irreparable  Lofs.  The  Vigor  and  Prowefs  of  a  Knight-Errant 
never  fav’d  half  the  Ladies  in  Didrefs  that  he  hath  done.-— — 
But,  Boy,  can’d  thou  tell  me  where  thy  Mader  is  to  be  found? 

Filch.  At  his  *  Lock,  Sir,  at  the  Crooked  Billet. 

Lock.  Very  well. —  J  have  nothing  more  with  you.  [EAr.Filch. 
1*11  go  to  him  there,  for  1  have  many  important  Affairs  to  fet¬ 
tle  with  him;  and  in  the  way  of  thofe  Tranfa61ions,  I’ll  artful¬ 
ly  get  into  his  Secret —  So  that  Macheath  (hall  not  remain  a 
Day  longer  out  of  my  Clutches. 


SCENE  IV.  A  Gaming-Houfe. 

Macheath  in  a  fine  tarnijh'd  Coat^  Ben  Budge,  Matt  of 

the  Mint. 

Mac.  I  am  forry.  Gentlemen,  the  Road  was  fo  barren  of 
Money.  When  my  Friends  are  in  Difficulties,  I  am  always  , 
glad  that  my  Fortune  can  be  ferviceable  to  them.  [^Gives  them 
Money. You  fee.  Gentlemen,  I  am  not  a  meer  Court  Friend, 
who  profeffes  every  thing  and  will  do  nothing. 

*  A  Cant  Woid,  (ignifying,  t  Waiehoufe  where  dolenGoodb  ace  deponted. 


\ 
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AIR  XLIV.  Lillibullero. 


The  Modes  of  the  Court  fo  common  are  grown^ 

That  a  true  Friend  can  *hardly  he  met ; 

Friendjhip  for  Fat  ere ji  is  hut  a  Loan^ 

Which  they  let  out  for  what  they  can  get 
^Tis  true^  you  find 
Some  Friends  fo  kind^ 

Who  will  give  you  good  Counfel  t he mf elves  to  defends 
In  forrowful  Ditty^ 

They  fromife^  they  pity^ 

But  Jhift  you  for  Money  ^  from  Friend  to  Friend. 


Bat  we,  Gentlemen,  have  ftill  Honour  enough  to  break  through 
the  Corruptions  of  the  World.  — And  while  I  can  ferve  you, 
you  may  command  me. 

Ben.  It  grieves  my  Heart  that  fo  generous  a  Man  fliould  be 
involv’d  in  fuch  Difficulties,  as  oblige  him  to  live  with  fuch  ill 
Company,  and  herd  with  Gamefters. 

Matt.  See  the  Partiality  of  Mankind !  ■ —  One  Man  may  (leal 
a  Horfc,  better  than  another  look  over  a  Hedge  —  Of  all  Me¬ 
chanics,  of  all  fervile  Handycrafts-men,  a  Gamefter  is  the  vi- 
left.  But  yet,  as  many  of  the  Quality  are  of  the  Profeffion,  he 
is  admitted  amongft  the  politeft  Company.  I  wonder  we  are 
not  more  refpedled. 

Mach.  There  will  be  deep  Play  to-night  at  Maryhone.^  and 
confequently  Money  may  be  pick’d  up  upon  the  Road.  Meet 
me  there,  and  I’ll  give  you  the  Hint  who  is  worth  Setting. 

Matt.  The  Fellow  with  a  brown  Coat  with  a  narrow  Gold 
Binding,  I  am  told,  is  never  without  Money. 

Mach.  What  do  you  mean,  Mattl  —  SmQ  you  will  not  think 
of  meddling  with  him  1  —  He’s  a  good  honeft  kind  of  a  Fellow, 
and  one  of  us. 

Ben. 
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Ben,  To  be  fure,  Sir,  we  will  put  our  felves  under  yourDi- 

r^tSlion.  '  -«>r 

Mach.  Have  an  Eye  upon  the  Money-Lenders.  —  KRoulean^ 

or  two,  would  prove  a  pretty  fort  of  an  Expedition.  I  hate  Ex¬ 
tortion. 

Matt.  Thofe  Rouleaus  are  very  pretty  Things.— -I  hate 

your  Bank  Bills. - There  is  fuch  a  Hazard  in  putting  them 

off. 

Mach.  There  is  a  certain  Man  of  Diftindion,  who  in  his 
Time  hath  nick’d  me  out  of  a  great  'deal  of  the  Ready.  He 
is  in  my  Caih,  Ben-.,  —  I’ll  point  him  out  to  you  this  Even¬ 
ing,  and  you  (hall  draw  upon  him  for  the  Debt. — The  Com¬ 
pany  are -met;  I  hear  the  Dice-box  in  the  oEher  Room.  So, 
Gentlemen,  your  Servant.  You’ll  meet  me  at  Marybone. 


SCENE  V.  Peachum’i  Lock, 

% 

A  ^ahy  with  Wine,  Brandy,  Pipes  and  Tobacco. 
Peachum,  Lockic. 

Lock.  The  Coronation  Account,  Brother  Peachum,  is  of  fo 
ntricate  a  Nature,  that  I  believe  it  will  never  be  fettled. 

Peach.  It  c@nfifts  indeed  of  a  great  Variety  of  Articles.* — It 
was  worth  to  our  People,  in  Feesibf  different  Kinds,  above  tea 
Inftalments.— ThiVisj  ^rt  of- the  Account,  Brother,  that  lies 
open  before  us. 

Lock.  A  Lady’s  Tail  of  rich  Brocade — ^that,  I  fee,  is  dif- 
pos’d  of. 

Peach.  To  Mrs.  Diana  Trapes,  the  Tally-woman,  and  ihe 
will  make  a  good  Hand  on’t  in  Shoes  rnd  Slippers,  to  trick 
out  young  Ladies,  upon  their  going  into  Keeping.-- 

Lock.  But  I  don’t  fee  any  Article  of  the  Jewels. 

Peach.  Thofe  are  fo  well  known,  that  they  mu.^i  be  fent 

abroad - You’ll  find  them  enter’d  under  the  Article  of 

Exportation.  —  As  for  the  Snuff-Boxes,  Watches,  Swords, 

^c. - 1  thought  it  belt  to  enter  them  under  their  feveral 

Heads. 

Lock.  Seven  and  twenty  Women’s  Pockets  compleaf;  with 
the  feveral  things  therein  contain’d  ;  all  Seal’d,  Number’d,  and 
enter’d. 

Peach.  But,  Brother,  it  is  impoflible  for  us  now  to  enter  up¬ 
on  this  Affair.  —  We  fhould  have  the  whole  Day  before  us. — ■ 
Befides,  the  Account  of  the  laft  Half  Year’s  Plate  is  in  a  Book 
by  it  felf,  which  lies  at  the  other  Office. 


Lock. 
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LocL  Brin^  us  then  more  Liquor. - To-day  (hall  be  for 

Pleafure - To-morrow  for  Bufinefs. - Ah  Brother,  thofe 

Daughters  of  ours  are  two  llippery  Huliies - Keep  a  watchr 

ful  Eye  upon  Po/Zy,  and  Macheath  in  a  Day  or  two  (hall  be  our 
own  again. 


AIR  XLV.  Down  in  the  North  Country, 


Lock.  What  Gudgeons  are  we  Menl 


Ev^ry  Woman* s  eafy  Prey, 

Though  we  have  felt  the  Hook^  agen 
We  bite  and  they  betray. 

*The  Bird  that  hath  been  trafft,  ^  ^ 

'"When  he  hears  his  catling  Mate^ 

*To  her  he  flies again  he*s  clapt 
Within  the  wiry  Grate. 

Peach.  But  what  fignifies  catching  the  Bird,  if  your  Daugh-* 
ter  Lucy  will  fet  open  the  Door  of  the  Gage.^ 

Lock  If  Men  were  anfwerable  for  the  Pollies  and  Frailties 
of  their  Wives  and  Daughters,  no  Friends  could  keep  a  good 

Correfpondence  together  for  two  Days. - This  is  unkind  of 

you,  Brother;  for  among  good  Friends,  what  they  fay  or  do 
goes  for  nothing. 

< 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  St,  here’s  Mrs.  Diana  Trapes  wants  to  fpeak  with 
you. 

Peach.  Shall  we  admit  her,  Brother  Lockit  ? 

Lock.  By  all  means — She’s  a  good  Cuftomer,  and  a  iine^ 
fpoken  Woman  —  And  a  Woman  who  drinks  and  talks  fo 
freely,  will  enliven  the  Converfation® 

Peach.  Delire  her  to  walk  in.  Servant, 

SII3 


SCENE 
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Peachum,  Lockitr,  Mrs,  Trapes. 

Peach.T>Q^i  Mrs.  Dye^  your  Servant  —  One  may  know  by 
your  Kifs,  that  your  Ginn  is  excellent. 

Trapes.  I  was  always  very  curious  in  my  Liquors. 

Lock.  There  is  no  perfunvd  Breath  like  it— — I  have  been 
long  acquainted  with  the  Flavour  of  thofe  Lips — Han’t  I, 
Mrs. 

Trapes.  Fill  it  Up.  —  I  take  as  large  Draughts  of  Liquor,  as 
I  did  of  Love.  —  1  hate  a  Flincher  in  either. 


A  I  R  XLVI.  A  Shepherd  kept  Sheep,  ^c. 


In  the  Days  of  my  Touth  I  could  bill  like  a  Dove.,  fa,  la,  la,  &C. 
Like  a  Sparrow  at  all  times  was  ready  for  Love  fa,  la,  la,  6cc. 
The  Life  (f  all  Mortals  in  Kijfing  Jhould pafs^ 

Lip  to  Lip  while  we"* re  young  —  then  the  Lip  to  the  Glafs.,  fa,  &C. ' 


But  now,  Mr.  Peachum.,  to  our  Bufinels _ If  you  have  Blacks 

of  any  kind,  brought  in  of  late  ;  Mantoes — ^  Velvet  Scarfs  — 
Petticoats  —  Let  it  be  what  it  will  —  I  am  your  Chap  —  for 
all  my  Ladies  are  very  fond  of  Mourning. 

Peach.  Why,  look  ye,  Mrs. —  you  deal  fo  hsrd  v/ith 
us,  that  we  can  afford  to  give  the  Gentlemen,  who  venture;  their 
Lives  for  the  Goods,  little  or  nothing. 

Trapes.  The  hard  Times  oblige  me  to  go  very  near  in  my 
Dealing - To  be  fure,  of  late  Years  I  have  been  a  great  Suf¬ 

ferer  by  the  Parliament.- — Three  thoufand  Pounds  would 
hardly  make  me  amends.  —  The  Adi:  for  deftroying  the  Mint, 
was  a  feycre  Cut  upon  our  Bulinefs «’Tiil  thsn,  if  a  Cu- 

G  ftomer 
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flomer  ftept  out  of  the  way  —  we  knew  where  to  have  her _ _ 

No  doubt  you  know  Mrs.  Coaxer - there’s  a  Wench  now 

(’till  lo-djy)  with  a  good  Suit  of  Cioaths  of  mine  upon  her 
Back,  and  1  could  never  fet  Eyes  upon  her  for  three  Months 

together. - Since  the  A6l  too  againft  Imprifonmenr  for  fmall 

Sums,  my  Lofs  there  too  hath  been  very  conliderable,  and  it 
mud  be  fo,  when  a  Lady  can  borrow  a  handfome  Petticoat,  or 
a  clean  Gown,  and  I  not  have  the  lead  Hank  upon  her !  And, 
o’  my  Confcience,  now-a-days  mod  Ladies  take  a  Delight  in 
cheating,  when  they  can  do  it  with  Safety. 

Peach.  Madam, you  had  a  handfome  Gold  Watch  of  us  t’o¬ 
ther  Day  for  feven  Guineas. — — -Confidering  we  mud  have 

our  Profit  - - To  a  Gentleman  upon  the  Road,  a  Gold 

Watch  will  be  fcarce  worth  the  taking.  * 

Trap  Confider,  Mr.  Peachum.^  that  Watch  was  reinark- 
able,  and  not  of  very  fafe  Sale.— —If  you  have  a- 

ny  black  Velvet  Scarfs - they  are  a  handfome  Winter- 

wear  ;  and  take  with  mod  Gentlemen  who  deal  with  my  Cu- 

ftomers. - ^ —  *Tis  I  that  put  the  Lsdies  upon  a  good  Foot. 

’Tis  not  Youth  or  Beauty  that  fixes  their  Price.  The  Gentle¬ 
men  always  pay  according  to  their  Drefs,  from  half  a  Crown 
to  two  Guineas;  and  yet  thofe  Huffies  make  nothing  of  bilk¬ 
ing  of  me. - Then  too,  allowing  for  Accidents. - I 

have  eleven  fine  Cudomers  now  down  under  the  Surgeon’s 
Hatids,— 7-  what  with  Fees  and  other  Expences,  there  are  great 
Gomgs-out,and  no  Comings-in,  and  not  a  Farthing  to  pay  for 

at  lead  a  Month’s  cloathing - We  run  great  Rifques— 

great  Rifques  indeed. 

Peach.  As  “I  remember,  you  laid  fomethirig  jud  now  of 
Mrs.  Coaxer^ 

Trap.  Yes,  Sir. - -To  be  fure  I  dript  her  of  a  Suit  of 

my  own  Cioaths  about  twer  hours  ago;  and  have  left  her  as 
fhe  fhould  be,  in  her  Shift,  with  a  Lover  of  hers  at  my  Houfe. 
She  call’d  him  up  Stairs,  as  he  was  going  to  Maryhone  in  a 

Hackney  Coach.  - And  I  hope,  for  her  own  fake  and  mine, 

(he  will  perfwade  the  Captain  to  redeem  her,  for  the  Captain 
is  very  generous  to  the  Ladies. 

Loch.  What  Captain  > 

Trap.  He  thought  idid  not  know  him  ~  An  intimate  Ac¬ 
quaintance  of  yours,  Mr.  Peachum  ^ —  Only  Captain  Mac^ 
heath  — as  fine  as  a  Lord. 

Peach,  To-morrow,  dear  Mrs.  you  diall  fei  your  own 

Price  upon  any  of  the  Goods  you  like - We  have  at  lead 

half  a  dozen  Velvet  Scarfs,  and  all  at  your  fervice.  Will  you 
give  me  leave  to  make  you  a  Prefent  of  this  Suit  of  Night- 
cloaths  for  your  own  wearing?  - — Bat  are  you  fure  it  is  Cap¬ 
tain  Macheath  ?  Trap* 
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Trap.  Though  he  thinks  I  have  forgot  him;  no  Body  knows 
him  better.  I  have  taken  a  great  deal  of  the  Captain’s  Mo¬ 
ney  in  my  Time  at  fecond-hand,  for  he  always  lov’d  to  have 
his  Ladies  well  drefi. 

Peach.  Mr.  Lockit  and  I  have  a  lirtle  bufinefs  with  the  Gap- 

tain  ;  _ Yon  underdand  me - and  we  will  fatisfy  you  for 

Mrs.  Debt. 

Lock.  Depend  upon  it - we  will  deal  like  Men  of  Honour, 

"Trap.  1  don’t  enquire  after  your  Affairs - fo  whatever 

happens,  I  wafh  mv  Hands  on’t; - It  hvh  always  been  my 

Maxim,  that  one  Friend  (hould  affift  another  —  But  if  you 
pleafe-’— ril  rake  one  of  rhe  Scarfs  home  with  me.  ’Tis  al¬ 
ways  good  to  have  fomething  in  Hand. 

SCENE  Vi  I.  Newgate, 

Lucy. 

jealoufy,  Rage,  Love  and  Fear  are  at  once  tearing  me  to 
pieces.  How  I  am  weather-beaten  and  fhatter’d  with'diftrelTes! 


AIR  XLVII.  One  Evening,  having  loft  my  Way,  ^c. 


Vm  like  a  Skiff  on  the  Ocean  toft^ 


Now  high.,  now  low^  with  each  Billow  horn^ 
With  her  Rudder  broke ^  and  her  Anchor  lofl^ 
Deferted  and  all  forlorn. 

While  thus  I  lye  rolling  and  tojjing  all  Night.^ 
That  Polly  lyes  /porting  on  Seas  of  Delight  I 
Revenge^  Revenge^  Revenge^ 

Shall  appeafe  rny  rejikfs  Sprite, 


I 
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I  have  the  Rais-bane  ready. -  I  run  no  Rifque ;  for  I  can  lay 

her  Death  upon  the  Ginn,  and  fo  many  dye  of  that  naturally 

that  1  (hall  never  be  call’d  in  Quettion, - But  fay,  I  were  to 

be  bang’d - 1  never  could  be  hang’d  for  any  thing  that  would 

give  me  greater  Comfort,  than  the  poyfoning  that  Slut. 

Effter  Filch. 

Filch.  Madam,  here’s  our  Mifs  Polly  come  to  wait  upon  you. 
Lucy.  Show  her  in. 


SCENE  VIII. 

Lucy,  Polly. 

Lucy.  Dear  Madam,  your  Servant.  —  I  hope  you  will  par¬ 
don  my  PalTion,  when  I  was  fo  happy  to  fee  you  laft.  - - 1 

was  fo  over-run  with  the  Spleen,  that  I  was  perfedly  out  of 
my  felf. .  And  really  when  one  hath  the  Spleen,  every  thing 
is  to  be  excus’d  by  a  Friend. 


AIR  XLVIII.  Now  Roger^  I’ll  tell  thee,  becaufe  thou’rt  my  Son. 


When  a  Wife's  in  her ^P out 
{/Is  Jhe's  fometimes^  no  doubt  \) 


The  good  Husband  as  meek  as  a  Lamh^ 

Her  JTapours  to  Jiill^ 

Firft  grants  her  her  WHf 
And  the  quieting  Draught  is  a  Dram. 

Poor  Man  I  And  the  quieting  Draught  is  a  Dram. 

—  I 
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- I  wi(h  all  our  Qjiarrels  might  have  fo  comtortable  a  Re¬ 
conciliation. 

Folly.  I  have  no  Excufe  for  my  own  Behaviour,  Madam,  but 

my  Misfortunes. - And  really,  Madam,  I  fuffer  too  upon 

your  Account. 

Lucy.  But  Mifs  Folly - in  the  way  of  Friendfhip,  will 

you  give  me  leave  to  propofe  a  Glafs  of  Cordial  to  you.^ 

Folly.  Strong- Waters  are  apt  to  give  me  the  Head-ache — — 
I  hope,  Madam,  you  will  excufe  me. 

Lucy.  Not  the  greatelt  Lady  in  the  Land  could  have  better 

in  her  Clofet,  ror  her  own  piivate  drinking.- - You  feem 

mighty  low  in  Spirits,  tny  Dear.  - 

Folly.  1  am  forty,  Madam,  my  Health  will  not  allow  me 
to  accept  of  your  Offer.  —  -  I  ihould  not  have  left  you  in  the 
rude  'Manner  I  did  when  we  met  laft.  Madam,  had  not  my 
Papa  haul’d  me  away  fo  unexpedledly  —  I  was  indeed  fome* 
what  provok’d,  and  perhaps  might  ufe  fome  Exprellions  that 

were  difrefpedlful. - But  really.  Madam,  the  Captain  treated 

me  with  fo  much  Contempt  and  Cruelty,  that  i  deferv’d  your 
Pity,  rather  than  your  Refentment. 

Lucy.  But  fince  his  Efcape,  no  doubt  all  Matters  are  made 

up  again. - Ah  Folly  I  Folly  !  ’tis  I  am  the  unhappy  Wife; 

and  he  loves  you  as  if  you  were  only  his  Millreis. 

Folly.  Sure,  Madam,  you  cannot  think  me  fo  happy  as  to 
be  the  Objedl:  of  your  Jealoufy.— A  Man  is  always  a- 
fraid  of  a  Woman  who  loves  him  too  well  -  —  fo  that  I  muft 
expedl  to  be  negle<^ed  and  avoided. 

Lucy.  Then  our  Cafes,  my  dear  Polly,  are  exa6lly  alike. 
Both  of  us  indeed  have  been  too  fond. 
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AIR  XLIX.  OBefTyBell. 


Lu^>.  Love  is  fo  very  whimfical  in  both  Sexes,  that  it  is 

impoffible  to  be  lafting. - But  my  Heart  is  particular,  and 

€Ontradi<3:s  my  own  Obfervation. 

Polly.  But  really,  Miftrefs  L;;^^’^',by  hislaft  Behaviour,!  think 

I  ought  to  envy  you. - When  1  was  forc’d  from  him,  he  did 

not  fhew  the  leaft  Tendernefs.  — But  perhaps,  he  hath  a  Heart 
not  capable  of  it. 


Polly.  A  Curfe  attends  that  U^oman's  Lev^y 
Who  always  would  be  pleafing, 
Lucy.  T^he  Pertnefs  of  the  billing  Dove^ 
Like  tickling.^  is  hut  teazing, 
Polly.  What  then  in  Love  can  Woman  do'i 
Lucy.  If  we  grow  fond  they  Jhun  us. 

Polly.  And  when  we  fly  them.,  they  purfue  : 
Lucy.  But  leave  us  when  thefve  won  us. 


A  Ml 
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the  Mcn^  Coquets  -vje  fi/sd^ 

Who  Court  by  tunss  ail  ll  oman-kiKci^ 

VJe  grant  ail  their  Hearts  dejin  V, 

When  ihey\ are  flatter^ and  admired. 

The  Coquets  of  both  Sexes  are  SeH-Iovers,  and  that  is  a  Love 
no  other  whatever  can  cilpt.fll'fs.  1  fear,  my  dear  Lucy^  our 
Husband  is  one  of  ihofe. 

Lucy,  Away  with  thefe  meJancholy  Reflexions,  — indeed, 
my  dear  Pe//)’,  we  are  both  of  us  a  Cup  too  low. —  Let  me 
prevail  upon  you,  to  accept  of  my  Offer. 

A  I  R  Li.  Come,  fweet  Lafs. 


Come^  fweet  Lafs, 

Let's  banijh  Sorrow 
^'Till  To-morrow  ; 

Come,  fweet  Lafs, 

Ltt's  take  a  chirping  Glajs. 

G  4 


Whe 
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IVi'iie  can  clear 

*The  Vapours  of  Defpair  ; 

And  make  us  light  as  Air  ; 

^hen  drink^  and  banijh  Care. 

/ 

I  can’t  bear,  Child,  to  fee  ycm  in  fuch  low  Spirits. - -  Andl 

muft  perfuade  you  to  what  I  know  will  do  you  good. - 1 

fliall  now  foon  be  even  with  the  hypocritical  Strumpet. 

\^AJide, 


SCENE  IX. 

Polly. 

Folly.  All  this  wheedling  of  cannot  be  for  nothing. - - 

At  this  time  too  !  when  I  know  ihe  hates  me !  —  The  Diffem- 
bling  of  a  Woman  is  always  the  Fore-runner  of  Mifchief. — 
By  pouring  Strong-Waters  down  my  Throat,  (he  thinks  to  pump 
fome  Secrets  out  of  me.  — ^  I’ll  be  upon  my  Guard,  and  won’t 
tafte  a  Drop  of  her  Liquor,  I’m  refolv’d. 


S  C  E  N  E  X. 

Lucy,  with  Strong- Waters,  Polly. 

Ijucy.  Come,  Mifs  Polly. 

Polly.  Indeed,  Child,  you  have  given  yourfelf  trouble  to  no 
purpofe - You  muft,  my  Dear,  excufeme. 

Lucy,  Really,  Mifs  Polly you  are  fo  fqueamiftily  afFedled 
about  taking  a  Cup  of  Strong-Waters  as  a  Lady  before  Com¬ 
pany.  Ivow,  Po//y,  I  fhall  take  it  monftroufly  ill  if  you  refufe 

me. - 'Brandy  and  Men  (though  Women  love  them  never 

fo  well)  are  always  taken  by  us  with  fome  Reludance  ■ 
unlefs  ’tis  in  private. 

Polly.  I  proteft,  Madam,  it  goes  againft  me. — : — ^ — What 

do  I  fee!  Macheath  again  inCuftody! - Now  every  glim- 

m’ring  of  Happinefs  is  loft. 

\^Drops  the  Glafs  of  Liquor  on  the  Grounds 

Lucy.  Since  things  are  thus,  I’m  glad  the  Wench  hath  efcap’d  : 
for  by  this  Event,  ’tis  plain,  (he  was  net  happy  enough  to  de- 
ferve  to  be  poifon’d,  ‘ 


SCENE 
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SCENE  XI. 


Lockit,  Macheath,  Peachum,  Lucyj  Polly. 

Lock,  Set  your  Heart  to  reft,  Captain.- - You  have  neither 

the  Chance  of  Love  or  Money  for  another  Efcape, - for 

you  are  order’d  to  be  call’d  down  upon  your  Tryal  immediately. 

Peach.  Away,  Huflies ! - —  This  is  not  a  time  for  a  Man 

10  be  hamper’d  with  his  Wives - -You  fee,  the  Gentle¬ 

man  is  in  Chains  already. 

Lucy.  O  Husband,  Husband,  my  Heart  long’d  to  fee  thee; 
but  to  fee  thee  thus  diftrads  me  ! 

Polly.  Will  not  my  dear  Husband  look  upon  his  ?  Why 
hadft  thou  not  ilown  to  me  for  ProtedUon  ^  with  me  thou  hadft 
been  fafe. 

AIR  Lll.  The  laft  time  I  went  o’er  the  Moor. 


Polly. 

Lucy. 

Polly. 

Lucy. 

Polly. 

Lucy. 

Polly. 

Lucy. 

Polly. 

Lucy. 

Polly. 


Hither dear  Husband.^  turn  your  Eyes, 
Pejiow  one  Glance  to  cheer  my,K 
Think  with  that  Look.^  thy  Polly  dyes, 

0  Jhun  me  not  — -  hut  hear  me. 

^Tis  Polly  fues. 

- ^Tis  Lucy  freaks. 

Is  thus  true  Love  requited^ 

My  Heart  is  burfting* 

— - - - Mine  too  breaks. 


Mufl  1 


Mufl  I  he  Jlighted’^. 


Mach* 
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Mach.  What  would  you  have  me  fay,  Ladies? — - -  You 

Tee,  this  Affair  will  foon  be  at  an  end,  without  my  difobliging 
either  of  you.  > 

Peach.  But  the  fettling  this  Point,  Captain,  might  prevent  a 
Law-fuit  between  your  two  Widows. 


AIR  LIII.  7om  T’ifikePs  my  true  Love. 


Mach.  Which  way  Jhall  I  turn  me - How  ^an  I  decide}. 

Wives.,  the  Day  of  our  Death.,  are  as  fond  as  a  Bride. 
One  Wife  is  too  much  for  moft  Husbands  to  hear. 

But  two  at  a  time  there's  no  Mortal  can  bear. 

IThis  way'i  and  that  way,  and  which  way  I  will. 

What  would  comfort  the  one,  t'other  Wife  would  take  ill. 

Polly.  But  if  his  own  Misfortunes  have  made  hirninfenfibleto 

niine  - Father  fare  Will  be  more  compaffiunate - 

Dear,  dear  Sir,  link  the  material  Evidence,  and  bring  him  off 
at  his  Tryal  — - - Polly  upon  her  Knees  begs  it  of  you. 


AIR 
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air  LIV*  I  am  a  poor  Shepherd  undone. 


When  my  Hero  in  Court  appears^ 
And  Jiands  arraigned  for  his  Life ; 
T'hen  think  of  poor  Polly’/  Tears  ; 

For  Ah  !  Poor  Polly’/  his  Wife. 
Like  the  Sailor  he  holds  up  his  Hand^ 
Dijireft  on  the  dajhing  W tve. 

To  die  a  dry  Death  at  Land^ 

Is  as  had  as  a  watry  Grave, 

And  alaSj  poor  Polly  ! 

Alack^  and  vJell-a-day  I 
Before  I  was  in  Love^ 

Oh  I  every  Month  was  May# 


Lucy.  If  Peachum^s  Heart  is  harden’d  ;  fare  you,  Sir,  will 

have  more  Compaffion  on  a  Daughter. - 1  know  the 

Evidence  is  in  your  Power.  — — —  How  then  can  you  be  a 
Tyrant  tome?  [^Kneeling. 
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AIR  LV.  laathe  the  lovely,  ^c. 


H^hen  he  holds  up  his  Ha'/id  arraign* d  for  his  Life^ 

0  think  of  your  Daughter^  and  think  Vra  his  Wtfe  ! 

What  are  Canons^  or  Bombs ^  or  clajhing  of  Swords  ? 

For  Death  is  more  certain  by  Witnejfes  Words. 

"Then  nail  up  their  Lips',  tJ>at  dread  Thunder  allay'. 

And  each  Month  of  rny  Life  will  hereafter  he  May. 

Lock,  Macheath's  time  is  come,  Lucy. -  We  kno;wr 

our  own  Affairs,  therefore  let  us  have  no  more  Whimpering 
cr  Whining, 


AIR  LVI.  A  Cobler  there  was,  ^c. 


Our  felves,  like  the  Great,  to  fecztre  a  Retreat, 
When  Matters  require  it,  muji  give  up  our  Qang : 
And  good  reafon  why. 

Or,  itzjlead  of  the  Fry, 

Ev*n  Peachum  and  I, 


Like 
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Like  -poor petty  Rafcals^  might  hang^  hang\ 

Like  poor  petty  Rafcals^  might  hang. 

Peach.  Set  your  Heart  at  re(^,  Polly.  — - Your  Husband 

is  to  dye  to-day. - Therefore,  if  you  are  not  already  pro¬ 

vided,  ’tis  high  time  to  look  about  for  another.  There’s  Com¬ 
fort  for  you,  you  Slut. 

Lock.  We  are  ready,  Sir,  to  condudl  you  to  the  Old  Baily. 


AIR  LVII.  Bonny  Dundee. 


Mach.  “The  Charge  is  prepared',  the  Lawyers  are  met^ 

‘The  Judges  all  rang'd  (a  terrible  Show  ! ) 

Igo,  undifmay'd.  - - - - -For  Death  is  a  Deht^ 

A  Debt  on  demand,  — - So.^  take  what  I  owe. 

Then  farewell.^  my  Lo^e - -  Dear  Charmers.,  adieu. 

Contented  I  dte  ■  '  ■  -  'Lis  the  better  for  you. 

Here  ends  ail  Difpute  the  re  [I  of  our  Lives.,  ^ 
For  this  way  at  once  I ph:.afe  all  my  Wives, 

Now,  Gentlemen,  I  am  ready  to  attend  you. 


SCENE  XII. 


Lucy, 


Polly,  Filch. 


Polly.  Follow  them,  Filch,  to  the  Court.  And  when  the 
Tryal  is  over,  bring  me  a  particular  Account  of  his  Behaviour 
and  of  every  thing  that  happen’d.  — You’ll  find  me  here  wim' 
MTs  Lucy.  ^  \_Ex.  Filch.]  But  why  is  all  this  Mufick 
Lucy.  ThePrifoners,whofeTryalsareput  offtill  ncxtSeffion, 
are  diverting  themfelves. 

Polly.  Sure thereis  nothing  To  charming  as  ?vliifick  !  I’m  fond 
of  It  to  ditoaion!  - - -  But  alas!  - - now,  all  Mirth 

fecms 
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feems  an  Infult  upon  my  Affliction. - -  Let  us  retire,  my  dear 

Lucy^  and  indulge  our  Sorrows.  ———The  noily  Crew,yoii 
fee,  are  coming  upon  us.  \_Exemt. 

A  Dance  of  Prifoneri  in  Chains^  dtc. 


SCENE  XIII. 

The  Condemn’d  Hold. 

I 

Maclieath,  in  a  melancholy  Fojlure, 


AIR  LVIII.  Happy  Groves, 


1  l-M  V-l  - 

w 

.3 -*  011—-  / 

0  cruel,  cruel^  cruel  Cafe! 
Mnji  / fiffer  this  D'f grace 


AIR  LIX.  Of  all  the  Girls  that  are  fo  fmart. 


Of  ail  the  Friends  in  time  of  Grief 
IVhen  threatning  Death  looks  grimmer^ 

IMot  one  fo  Jure  can  bring  Relief 

As  this  beji  Friend^  a  Brimmer,  [Drinks 


AIR  LX.  Britons  ftrike  home.'" 


Since  I  mujl fiving, - Ifcorn^  I  fcorn  to  wince  or  whine.  [Rifes. 


AIR  LXI.  Chevy  Chafe. 


[Drinks  a  Glafs  of  Wine. 

AIR 
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AIR  LXII.  To  old  Sir  Simon  the  King, 


But  f^afour  the  ftronger  grows ^ 

^he  fir  anger  Liquor  we'^re  drinking, 
yind  how  can  we  feel  our  If'^oes^ 

When  we'^ve  lofi  the  Trouble  of  Thinking  ?  [Drinks. 


AIR  LXII  I.  Joy  to  great  Cafar. 


If  thus - A  Man  can  die 

Much  bolder  with  Brandy.  [Pours  out  a  Bumper  of  Brandy. 


\ 


AIR  LXiV.  There  was  an  old  Woman. 


So  I  drink  off  this  Bumper. - And  now  I  can  fiand  tke'Tefi^ 

And  my  Comrades  Jhall  fee^  that  I  die  as  brave  as  the  Beft. 

[Drinks. 

AIR  LXV.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  gallant  Sailor. 


But  can  I  leave  my  pretty  Huffies^ 
Without  one  Tear.^  or  tender  Sigh  ? 


a 


A  I  R 
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AIR  LXVL  Why  are  mine  Eyes  ftill  flowing. 


Their  Eyes^  their  Lips,  their  Bujfes 
Recall  my  Love. - -  Ah  mitfl  I  die  I 


AIR  LXVIL  Green  Sleeves. 


Since  Laws  -were  made  for  ev'^ry  Degree, 

‘io  curb  V^ice  in  others,  as  well  as  me, 

I  wonder  we  han^t  better  Company, 

Up  on  T yburn  "Tree  !  ^ 

But  Gold  from  Law  can  take  out  the  Sting  ; 

And  if  rich  Men  like  us  were  tofwing, 

^Twou'd  thin  the  Land,  fuch  Numbers  to  firing 
Upon  Tyburn  ‘Tree  1 

Jailor.  Some  Friends  of  yours,  Captain,  defire  to  be  admitted. 
— —  I  leave  you  together.  .  .  . 


SCENE  XIV. 

Macheatb,  Bsn  Budge,  Mat  of  the  Mint. 

Mach.  For  my  having  broke  Prifon,  you  fee,  Gentlemen,  I 
am  order’d  immediate  Execution.  — The  Sheriffs  Officers, 

I  believe,  are  now  at  the  Door. - That  Jemmy  Twitcher 

Ihould  peach  me,  I  own  furpriz’d  me ! - -  ’Tis  a  plain  Proof 

that  the  World  is  all  alike,  and  that  even  our  Gang  can  no 
more  truft  one  another  than  other  People.  Therefore,  1  beg 
you,  Gentlemen,  look  well  to  yourfelves,  for  in  all  probabi¬ 
lity  you  may  live  fome  Months  longer*  Mat.. 
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Mat.  We  are  heartily  fo'rry,  Cnptain,  for  your  Misfortune, 

_ _ —  But  ’tis  what  we  mull  all  come  to. 

Mach.  Peachum  and  Lockk^^OM  know,  are  infamous Scoun- 
drels;  Their  Lives  are  as  much  in  your  Power,  as 

in  theirs.  - -  Remember  your  dyin^  Friend  [ - ’1  is  my 

lad  Requefl. - Bring  thofe  Viliams  to  the  Gallows  before 

you,  and  I  ara  faiisfied. 

Matti  We’ll  do’t. 

Jailor.  Mifs  Polly  and  Mils  Lacy  intre^l  a  Wojd  with  you, 

Mach.  Gentlemen,  adieu. 


SCENE  XV. 

Lucy,  Maeheaih,  Polly. 

Mach.^^y  dearL»^y— “My  dear  Polly.— — - — Whatfo- 

ever  hath  pall  between  us  is  novv  at  an  end. - If  you  are 

fond  of  marrying  again,  the  bell  Advice  I  can  give  you,  is  to 
Ship  yourfeives  otf  for  the  IP eji -Indies.,  where  you’ll  have  a 
fair  chance  cf  getting  a  Husband  a- piece;  or  by  good  Luck, 
two  or  three, -as  you  like  beft. 

Polly^  How  can  I  fupporc  this  Sight! 

Lucy.  There  is  nctbing  moves  one  ft)  much  as  a  great  Man 
in  Diltrefs. 


AIR  LXVIli.  All  you  that  mull  take  a  Leap, 


Lucy.  Would  1  might  he  bang'd  I 

Polly.  -  -  -  -  - - -  And  I  would  fd  totil 

Lucy.  To  he  bang'd  with  you, 

Polly.  -  -  -  -  -  - - MyDear^  with  yon. 


Mach# 
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Mach.  0  Leave  me  to  Thought  I  I  fear!  I  doubt! 

I  tremble!  I  droop! — — —  See^my  Courage  is  out. 

[Turns  up  the  empty  Bottle. 

Polly.  No  token  of  Love"! 

Mach.  -  -  -  -  -f*  See ^  my  Comage  is  out. 

[Turns  up  the  empty  Pot. 
Lucy.  No  token  of  Love  ?  ' 

Polly.  -  ^  -  -  -  •Adieu. 

Lucy.  -  -  -Farewell. 

Mach.  But  hark!  I  hear  the  Toll  of  the  Bell. 

Chorus.  Tol  de  rol  lol.,  &c. 

'Jailor.  Four  Women  more,  Captain,  with  a  Child  a-peice! 
See,  here  they  come.  \Fnterl4^omen  and  Children. 

Mach.  What - -  four  Wives  more! — This  is  too 

much.' - -Here - tell  the  Sheriffs  Officers  I  am  ready. 

\Exit  Macheath  guarded. 


SCENE  XVI. 

ft 

To  them.^  Enter  Player  and  Beggar. 

Flay.  But,  honed  Friend,  I  hope  you  don’t  intend  thatilf^c’^ 
heath  {hall  be  really  executed. 

Beg.  Mod  certainly,  Sir.— To  make  the  Piece  perfe^, 

1  was  fordoing  dri6f  poetical  Judice.- - ; — Macheath  is  to  be 

bang’d  5  and  for  the  other  Perfonages  of  the  Drama,  the  Au¬ 
dience  mud  have  fuppos’d  they  were  all  either  bang’d  or  tran- 
fported. 

Flay.  Why  then,  Friend,  this  is  a  down-right  deep  Tragedy, 
The  Catadrophe  is  manifedly  wrong,  for  an  Opera  mud  end 
hap  pily. 

l^eg.  Your  Gbjedfion,  Sir,  is  very  jad;  and  is  eafily  remov’d. 
For  you  mud  allow,  that  in  this  kind  of  Drama,  ’lis  ^o  matter 

how  abfurdly  things  are  brought  about — -  So - you  Rabble 

there - run  and  cry  a  Reprieve —  let  the  Prifoncr  be  brought 

back  to  his  Wives  in  Triumph. 

Flay.  All  this  we  mud  do,  to  comply  with  the  Tade  of  the 
Town. 

Beg.  Through  the  whole  Piece  you  may  obferve  fuch  afimi- 
litude  of  Manners  in  high  and  low  Life,  that  it  is  difficult  to  de¬ 
termine  whether  (in  the  fafliionable  Vices)  the  fine  Gepilemen 

iiiuV 
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Imitate  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Road,  or  the  Gentlemen  of  the 
Road  the  fine  Gentlemen. —  Hrd  the  Play  remain’d,  as  L  at 
firft  intended,  it  would  have  carried  a  moft  excellent  Moral, 
’Twould  have  Ihown  that  the  lower  Sort  of  People  have  their 
Vices  in  a  degree  as  well  as  the  Rich :  And  that  they  are  pu* 
nifli’d  for  them*  * 


SCENE  XVIL 

yj?  themy  Macheath  with  Rabhhy  &g. 

-  Mach.  So,  it  feems,  I  am  not  left  to  my  Choice,  but  mufi 

.have  a  Wife  at  laft. - Look  ye,  my  Dears,  we  wiU  have 

no  Gontroverfie  now.  Let  us  give  this  Day  to  Mirth,  and  I 
am  fure  (he  who  thinks  herfelf  my  Wife  will  teftifie  her  Joy  by 
a  Dance. 

All.  Come,  a  Dance - a  Dance. 

Mach.  Ladies,  I  hope  you  will  give  me  leave  to  prefent  a 
Partner  to  each  of  you.  And  (if  J  may  without  Offence)  for 

-this  time,  I  take  Polly  for  mine. -  And  for  Life,  you  Slut, 

•—  for  we  were  really  marry’d. - As  for  the  reft. — -  But 

at  prefent  keep  your  own  Secret.  [To  Polly. 

ADA  N  G  Er 


■  AIR 
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Air  LXIX.  Lumps  of  Pudding, 


3 

8  'w-y  : 

tj 

Id 

*Jtbu^  I  fiand  like  the  T urk,  with  his  Doxies  around ; 
From  all  Sides  their  Glances  his  PaJJion  confound'. 
For  blacky  brown,  and  fair,  his  lnco7jflancy  burns ^ 
And  the  different  Beauties  fubdue  him  by  turns' 
Rack  calls  forth  her  Charms,  to  provoke  bis  Defires: 
F^heugh  willing  to  all ;  with  hut  one  he  retires. 

But  think  of  this  Maxim,  and  put  off  your  Sorrow^ 
*The  Wretch  of  T’o-day,  may  he  happy  Fo-morro  vj^ 
Chorus.  But  think  of  this  Maxim,  &c. 


F  I  N  1  S. 


